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COLOMBE’S BIRTHDAY; 

A PLAY. 

Ivy and violet, what do ye here, 

With blossom and shoot in the warm spring-weather. 
Hiding the arms of Monchenci and Vere ? — Hanjiek. 
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PERSONS. 


COROMRE OF Uavesteis, Puclicss orjulicis anti Clevts.. 
SAllYKE, 

Adolf, 

Guibert, 

Gaucei.me, 

Maufroy, 

Clugnet, J 
Valence, Advocate of Cloves. 

Prince Berthold, Claimant of the Dnehy. 

Melchior, his Confidant. 


her Attendants. 


Courtiers. 


Place — The Palace at Juliers. 
Time, i6 — . 



Colombe’s Birthday. 

ACT I. 

Morning. Scene — A corridor leading io (he 
A udience-chamber. 

Gaucelme, Clugnet, Maufroy and other Courtiers, 
round Guibert, -ivho is silently reading a paper: 
as he drops it at the end — 

Guibert. 

T hat this should be her birthday ; and the day 
We all invested her, twelve months ago, 

As the late Duke’s true heiress and our liege ; 

And that this also must become the day . . . 

Oh, miserable lady ! 

ist Court. Ay, indeed ? 

2nd Court. Well, Guibert ? 
yd Court. But your news, my friend, your news ) 
The sooner, friend, one learns Prince Berthold’s 
pleasure. 

The better for us all : how writes the Prince ? 

Give me — I’ll read it for the common good — 

Gui. In time, sir — but, till time comes, pardon 
me ! 
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Bells and Pomegranates. 

Our old Duke just disclosed his child's retreat, 

Declared her true succession to his rule, 

And died : this birthday w.'is the day la.st year 
We convoyed her from Castle Ravestcin — 

That sleeps out trustfully its cKtreme age 
On the Meuse’ quiet bank, where queen she lived 
Over the water-buds, — to Juliers’ Court 
With joy and bustle ; here again we stand — 

Sir Gaucelme’s buckle’s constant to his cap 
To-day ’s much such another sunny day ! 

Gail. Come, Guibert — this outgoes a jest, 1 think 1 
You’re hardly such a novice as to need 
The lesson you pretend. 

Gut. What lesson, sir ? 

That everybody, if he’d thrive at court, 

Should, first and last of all, look to himself? 

Why, no : .and therefore, with your good example, 

( — Ho, Master Adolf !) — to myself I’ll look. 

Huler Adolf. 

Gui. The Prince’s letter ; why, of all men else. 
Comes it to me? 

Adolf. By Hrtue of your place. 

Sir Guibert ! ’Twas the Prince’s express charge. 

His envoy told us, that the missive there 
Should only reach our lady by the hand 
Of whosoever held your place. 

Enough ! \Exil Adol 
Then, gentles, who’ll accept a certain poor 
Indifferently honourable place, 

My friends, 1 make no doubt, have gnashed their tee 
4 



Colombe’s Birthday. 

At leisure minutes these half-dozen years, 

To find me never in the mood to quit ? 

— Who asks may have it, unth my blessing, and — 
This to present our lady. Who’ll accept ? 

You, — you, — you ? There it lies and may, for me ! 

Matt. [.4 youth, picking up the paper, reads atoud.] 
“ Prince Berthold, proved by titles follouang 
“ Undoubted Lord of Juliers, comes this day 
“ To claim his own, wth licence from the Pope, 

“ The Emperor, the Kings of Spain and France ” . . 

Gait. Sufficient “ ritles followng,” I judge ' 

Don’t read another ! Well, — “ to claim his own ? ” 
Matt. “And take possession of the Duchy held 
“ Since twelve months, to the true heir’s prejudice, 
“By" . . . Colombe, Juliers’ Mistress, so she thinks, 
And Ravestein’s mere lady, as we find ! 

Who wants the place and paper? Guiberl’s right * 

I hope to climb a little in the world, — 

I’d push my fortunes, — but, no more than lie. 

Could tell her on this happy day of days. 

That, save the nosegay in her hand, perhaps. 

There’s nothing left to call her oivn ! Sir Clugnet, 
You famish for promotion ; what say you ? 

Clttg. [An old »;««.] To give this letter were a sort, 
I take it. 

Of service : services ask recompense : 

What kind of comer may be Ravestein ? 

Gui. The castle? — Oh, you’d share her fortunes? 
Good ! 

Three walls stand upright, full as good as foui, 

With no such bad remainder of a roof. 

Clttg. Oh, — but the Town? 

5 



Bells and Pomegranates. 

Qjil Five houses, fifteen hut", 

A church whereto was once .a spire, ’tis judged, 

And half a dyke, except in time of thaw. 

Clue. Still, there's some revenue? 

Else Hc.aven forefend 1 

You hang a beacon out, should fogs increase ; 

So when the Autumn floats of pine-wood steer 
Safe 'mid the white confusion, thanks to you. 

The grateful raftsman flings a guilder in ; 

— That 's if he means to p-ass your way next time. 

Clug. If not ? 

Gui, Hang guilders, then — he blesses you ! 

Clug. What man do you suppose me ? Keep your 
paper 1 

And let me say it shows no handsome spirit 
To dally with misfortune ; keep your place 1 
Gau. Some one must tell her. 

Gui. Some one may : you may 

Gau. Sir Guibert, 'tis no trifle turns me sick 
Of court-hypocrisy at years like mine. 

But this goes near it. AVhere 's there news at all ? 
Who’ll have the face, for instance, to affirm 
He never heard, e’en while we crowned the girl. 

That juliers’ tenure was by Salic law ; 

And one, confessed her father’s cousin’s child. 

And, she away, indisputable heir. 

Against our choice protesting and the Duke’s, 
Claimed Juliers ? — nor, as he preferred his claim, 
That first this, then another, potentate. 

Inclined to its allowance? — I, or you. 

Or any one except the lady’s self? 



Colombe’s Birthday. 

To break the business to her ! Things might 
change — 

At all events, we’d see next masque at end, 

Next mummery over first : and so the edge 
Was taken off sharp tidings as they came, 

Till here ’s the Prince upon us, and there ’s she 
— Wreathing her hair, a song between her lips, 

With just the faintest notion possible 
That some such claimant earns a livelihood 
About the world by feigning grievances 
Few pay the story of but grudge its price. 

And fewer listen to a second time. 

Your method proves a failure ; now try mine — 

And, since this must be carried . . . 

Gut. \Snatching the paper from //?>//.] By your 
leave ! 

Your zeal transports you ! ’Twill not serve the 
Prince 

So much as you expect, this course you’d take ; 

If she leaves quietly her palace, — well : 

But if she died upon its threshold, — no ; 

He’d have the trouble of removing her ! 

Come, gentles, we’re all — ^what the devil knows : 

You, Gaucelme, won’t lose character, beside — 

You broke your father’s heart superiorly 
To gather his succession — never blush ! 

You’re from my province, and, be comforted, 

They tell of it wth wonder to this day — 

You can afford to let your talent sleep I 
There, the old Duke knew, when he hid his child. 

With whom the right lay ! Let the Prince be Duke ! 
There, she ’s no Duchess, she ’s no anything 
7 
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More than a young maid with dm bluest eyes— - 
And now, sirs, well not break this young maid s heart 
So coolly as he could and would ! Ko haste 1 
His talent’s full-blown, ours but in the bud — 

We'll not advance to his perfection yet — 

Will we. Sir Maufroy ? See, I’ve ruined Ivlaufroy 
For ever as a courtier 1 

Gan. Here’s a coil — 

And, count us, will you ? Count its residue, 

This boasted convoy, this day last year’s crowd 1 
A birthday, too — a gratulation-day 1 
I’m dumb ; bid that keep silence ! 

Malt, and others. Eh, Sir Guibert ? 

He ’s right : that does say something : that ’s bare 
truth. 

Ten — twelve, I make : a perilous dropping-off 1 
Gut. Pooh — ^is it audiencc-bour? The vestibule 
Swanns too, I wager, with the common sort 
That want our priHlcge of entry here. 

Gait. Adolf! Anoi.v.] Who 's outside ? 

Gui. Oh, your looks suffice 
Nobody waiting? 

Matt. [Looking through the door-folds.^ Scarce our 
number ! 


’Sdeath ! 

Nothing to beg for, to complain about? 

It can’t be ! Ill news spreads, but not so fast 
As thus to frighten all the world ! 

The world 

Lives out of doors, sir — not with you and me 
By presence-chamber porches, state-room stairs, 
Wherever warmth ’s perpetual. Outside ’s free 
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Colombe’s Birthday. 

To every wind from every compass-point, 

And who may get nipped needs be weather-wise. 

The Prince comes and the People go ; ’tis instinct . 
The snow-goose settles down, the swallows flee 
Don’t you feel somewhat chilly ? 

That ’s their craft ? 

And last year’s crowders-round and criers-forth. 

That strewed the garlands, overarched the roads. 

Lit up the bonfires, sang the loyal songs 
Well, ’tis my comfort you could never call me 
The People’s Friend ! The People keep their ^^ord 
I keep m}' place ; don’t doubt I’ll entertain 
The People when the Prince comes, and the People 
Are talked of !-— Then, their speeches— no one 
tongue 

Found respite, not a pen had holiday 
— For they wrote, too, as well as spoke, these knaves > 
Now see : we tax and tithe them, pill and poll. 

They wince and fret enough, but pay they must 
—We manage that,— so pay with a good grace 
They might as well, it costs so little more. 

But when we’ve done with taxes, meet folk next 
Outside the toll-booth and the rating-place. 

In public — there they have us if they will, 

We’re at their mercy after that, you see 
For one tax not ten devils could extort. 

Over and above necessity, a grace. 

This prompt disbosoming of love, to wit 
Their vine-leaf-wrappage of our tribute-penny. 

And crowning attestation, all works well. 

Yet this precisely do they thrust on us. 

These cappings quick, and crook-and-cringings low, 

9 
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Hand to the heart, and forelieacl to the knee, 

With grin that sliuts tlie eyes and opes the mouth— 

So tender they their love ; and tender made, 

Go home to curse you, the first doit you ask ; 

As if they had not given ample warrant 
'I’o v,’ho should clap a collar on their neck, 

Rings in their nose, a goad to either flank, 

And take them for the brute they boast themselves ! 

— Stay — there 's a bustle at the outer door — 

And somebody entreating . , . that ’s my name ! 

Adolf, — 1 heard my name * 

Adolf. ’Twas probably 

The Suitor. 

Gui. Oh, there is one ? 

Adolf. With a suit 

He’d fain enforce in person. 

Gut. The good heart 

— And the great fool ! Just ope the mid-door’s fold— 
Is that a lappet of his cloak, I see? 

Adolf. If it bear plenteous signs of travel . ■ • 

The very cloak my comrade tore ! 

Gui. Why tore ? 

Adolf. He seeks the Duchess’ presence in that 
trim : 

Since daybreak was he posted hereabouts 
Lest he should miss the moment. 

Gui. Where ’s he now ? 

Adolf. Gone for a minute possibly, not more. 

They have ado enough to thrust him back. 

Gui. Ay— -but my name 1 caught? 

Adolf sir— he said 

What said he? — You had known him formerly, 
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And, he believed, would help him did you guess 
He waited now — you promised him as much — 

The old plea ! — ^’Faith, he’s back, — renews the charge 
\Sj>eaki7ig at i/ie door.~\ So long as the man parleys, 
peace outside ! 

Nor be too ready mth your halberts, there ! 

Gan. My horse bespattered, as he blocked the path, 
A thin sour man not unlike somebody. 

Adolf. He holds a paper in his breast, whereon 
He glances when his cheeks flush and his brow 
At each repulse — 

Gau. I noticed he’d a brow. 

Adolf. So glancing, he grows calmer, leans awhile 
Over the balustrade, adjusts his dress. 

And presently turns round, quiet again. 

With some new pretext for admittance. — Back ! 

[To Guidert.] Sir, he has seen you ! Now cross 
halberts ! Ha — 

Pascal is prostrate — there lies Fabian too 
No passage ! Whither would the madman press ? 
Close the doors quick on me ! 

Gut. Too late — he ’s here. 

Enter, hastily and with discomfosed dress, ^ alence. 

Val. Sir Guibert, will you help me ? — Me, that come 
Charged by your townsmen, all who starve at Cleves, 
To represent their heights and depths of woe 
Before our Duchess and obtain relief! 

Such errands barricade such doors, it seems : 

But not a common hindrance drives me back 
On all the sad yet hopeful faces, lit 
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With hope for the first time, whidi sent me forth ! 

Cleves, speak for met Clevc':.’ men anti women, 
speak — 

Who followed me— your strongest— many a mile 
That I might go the fresher from their ranks, 

— Who sit— your ivcakcst — by the cit)’-gates, 

To take me fuller of what news I bring 

As I return — for I must needs return 1 

— Can I ? 'Twcrc liard, no listener for their wTOngs. 

To turn them back upon the old despair — 

Harder, Sir Guibert, than imploring thus — 

So I do — any way you please — implore ! 

If you . . . but how should you remember Cleves? 

Yet they of Cleves remember you so well 1 
— Ay, comment on each trait of you they keep, 

Your words and deeds caught up at second hand, — 
Proud, I believe, at bottom of their hearts, 

Of the very levity and recklessness 

Which only prove yourself forget their wrongs. 

Cleves the grand town whose men and women starve, 

Is Cleves forgotten ? — ^Then remember me ! 

You promised me that you would help me once 
For other purpose ; will you keep your word ? 

Gui. And who may you be, friend ? 

Valence of Cleves. 

Gut, Valence of . . . not the Advocate of Cleves 
I owed my whole estate to, three years back ? 

Ay, well may you keep silence! Why, my lords, 

You ve heard, I’m sure, how, Pentecost three years, 

I was so nearly ousted of my land 
By some knaves’ pretext, — (eh ? when you refused mt 
Your ugly daughter, Clugnet,) — and you’ve heard 
12 
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How I recovered it by miracle 
— (When I refused her) ! Here’s the very friend, 

— Valence of Cleves, all parties have to thank ! 

Nay, Valence, this procedure’s vale in you — 

I’m no more grateful than a courtier should. 

But politic am I — I bear a brain, 

Can cast about a little, might require 

Your services a second time ! I tried 

To tempt you with advancement here to court 

— “ No ” — well, for curiosity at least 

To view our life here — “no” — our Duchess, then, — 

— A pretty woman ’s worth some pains to see, 

Nor is she spoiled, I take it, if a crown 
Completes the forehead pale and tresses pure. . . 

Val. Our city trusted me its miseries, 

And I am come. 

Gui. So much for taste ! But “ come,”— 

So may you be, for anything I know. 

To beg the Pope’s cross or Sir Clugnet’s daughter. 
And with an equal chance you get all three ! 

If it was ever worth your while to come. 

Was not the proper way worth finding too ? 

Val, Straight to the palace-portal. Sir, I came 

Gtti. — And said ? — 

Val. —That I had brought the miseries 

Of a whole city to relieve. 

Gui. — ^Which saying 

Won your admittance ? You saw me, indeed. 

And here, no doubt, you stand : as certainij’. 

My intervention, I shall not dispute. 

Procures you audience ; but, if so I do — 

That paper’s closely written — by Saint Paul, 

13 
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Here (lock the Wrongs, follow the Renicclks. 

Chapter and verse, One, Two, A, B, an 
Perhaps you'd enter, make a reverence, ^ 

And launch these “ miseries” from fmsl lo last 

Val. How should they let me pause or turn .1 • 

Gau. {To Valknci--.] My worthy Sir, one ques i • • 
you’ve come straight 

From Cleves, you tell us— heard you any talk 


At Cleves about our lady? 


Val. Much. 

Gau. And what? 

Val. Her wish was to redress all aaongs she kne 
Gau. That you believed? 

Val You see me, sir ! 

-Nor stopped 


Upon the road from Cloves to Juliers here, 

For any — rumours you might find afloat? 

Val. I had my townsmen’s wrongs to busy me. 

Gau. This is the Lady’s birthday do you know . 

— Her day of pleasure ? 

Val. —That the Great, I know, 

For Pleasure born, should still be on the watch 
To exclude Pleasure when a Duty offers ; 

Even as, for Duty born, the Lowly too 
May ever snatch a Pleasure if in reach ; 

Both will have plenty of their birthright, sir ! 

Gau. {Aside to Guibert.] Sir Guibert, here ’s your 
man 1 No scruples now — 

You’ll never find his like ! Time presses hard. 

Pve seen your drift and Adolfs too, this while. 

But you can’t keep the hour of audience back 
Much longer, and at noon the Prince arrives. 
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Colombe’s Birthday. 

[Poinitug lo Valence.] Entrust him with it — fool no 
chance away ! 

Gut. — Him ? 

Gau. — With the missive ! What ’s the man to hei ? 
Gut. No bad thought ! — Yet, ’tis yours — who ever 
played 

The tempting serpent — else, ’twere no bad thought ! 

I should — and do — mistrust it for your sake. 

Or else . . . 


Enter an Official who communicates with Adolf. 

Adolf. The Duchess will receive the Court ! 

Gui. Give us a moment, Adolf ! Valence, friend. 
I’ll help you : we of the service, you’re to mark. 

Have special entr)’, Avhile the herd ... the folks 
Outside, get access through our help alone 

Well, it is so, was so, and I suppose 
So ever will be — your natural lot is, therefore, 

To wait your turn and opportunity. 

And probably miss both. Now, I engage 
1 o set you, here and in a minute’s space. 

Before the lady wth full leave to plead 
Chapter and verse, and A, and B, and C, 

To heart’s content. 

Eal. I grieve that I must ask. 

From this yourself admit the custom here. 

What will the price of such a favour be ? 

Gui. Just so ! You’re not without a courtier’s 
tact ! 

Little at court, as your quick instinct prompts. 

Do such as we TOthout a recompense. 
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Atnne:hcrc.a<l^.«cn. ' 

'Tk some one’s duty to present . jnts 

1 say, not nune-these say. not J 

Have weight at court, dl you ‘ 

And take it?-Just say, “ I am hidden h-> 

“ Tins paper at the Duchess’ feet. ^ 

Val. " ° 

1 thtink you, sir \ ^ f^nnrL^ 

Adolf. Her Grace receive.s the Cou 

Giii. [Aside.] Now, siirsum corda, quod 

priest \ Do — 

Whoever ’s my kind saint, do let alone 

These pushings to and fro, .and pullings wc , 

Peaceably let me hang o’ the devil s arm 
The downward path, if you can’t pluck me o ^ 

Completely 1 I.et me live quite his or yours . 

[The Courtiers hegiit to range themseh , 
vKToe ter, cards the door. 

After me, Valence 1 So our famous Cleves ^ 

Lacks bread ? Yet don’t wc gallants buy their U 
And dear enough— it beggars me, 1 know. 

To keep my very gloves fringed properly 1 
This, Valence, is our Great State Hall you cross : 

Yon grey um*s veritable marcaslte, 

The Pope’s gift ; and those salvers testify 
The Emperor. Presently you ’ll set your foot 
. . . But you don’t speak, friend V alence 1 

Krt/. I shall speak. 

Gau. [.4sz A /o Guibert. 3 Guibert — it were no such 
ungraceful thing 

If you and I, at first, seemed horror-struck 
r6 
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With the bad news ? Look here, what you shall do ' 
Suppose you first clap hand to sword and cry 
“Yield strangers our allegiance? First I’ll perish 
“ Beside your Grace ! ” — And so give me the cue 

To . . . 

Giii. Clap your hand to note-book and jot down 
That to regale the Prince with ? I conceive ! 

\^To Valence.] Do, Valence, speak, or I shall half 
suspect 

You’re plotting to supplant us, me the first, 

I’ the Lady’s favour : is ’t the grand harangue 
You mean to make that thus engrosses you ? 

— Which of her virtues you’ll apostrophise ? 

Or is ’t the fashion you aspire to start 
Of that close-curled, not unbecoming hair ? 

— Or what else ponder you ? 

Fal. My townsmen’s wrongs. 

[JLxeinii o»i7ie^. 
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ACT II. 

jYiva. ScYMr.— T/te rrcstnci-chniiih'r. 

The Duciii-SS and SAr.VN'l'.. 

The D. Announce that 1 am ready for the Court . 
Sab. 'Tis scarcely audience-hour, I think- -your Grate 
May best consult your own relief, no doubt, 

And shun the crowd ; hut if there \ few arrit ed . • ^ 

The D. Ixt those not yet arrived, then, keep aw.u ■ 
Twas me this day, last year at Ravestein. 

Yo\i hurried. It has been full time, beside. 

This half-hour. Do >ou hesitate? 

Sab. Forgive me '. 

The D. St 2 .y, Sabpie ; let me hasten to make sure 
Of one true thankcr ; here with you begins 
My audience, claim you first its privilege ! 

It is my birth’s event they celebrate — 

You need not wish me more such happy d.ays. 

But — ask some favour '. Have you none to ask ? 
Has Adolf none, then ? this was far from least 
Of much I waited for impatiently, 

Assure yourself. So natural it seemed, 

Your gift, beside this bunch of river-bells, 

Should be the power and leave to do you good ; 
You ask my leave to-day to marry Adolf? 

The rest is my concern. 

Sab. Your Grace is ever 

lily Lady of dear Ravestein, — but, for Adolf 
iS 
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The D. "But”? You have not, sure, changed in 
your regard 

And purpose towards him ? 

Sab. IVe change ' 

TheT>. Well (hen? WelP 

Sab. How could we two be happy, and, most like, 
Leave Juliers, when . . when . . . but ’tis audience 

time ! 

The D. “ When, if you left me, I were left indeed ” — 
Would you subjoin that ? — Bid the Court approach ' 
— ^Vhy should we play thus with each othei, Sabyne ^ 
Do I not know, if courtiers prove remiss, 

If friends detain me, and get blame for it. 

There is a cause ? Of last year’s fervid throng 
Scarce one half comes now. 

Sab. l.Astde.'} One half? No, alas ' 

The D. So can the mere suspicion of a cloud 
Over my fortunes strike each loyal heart. 

They’ve heard of this Prince Berthold ; and, forsootii, 
Each foolish arrogant pretence he makes 
More foolish and more arrogant may grow. 

They please to apprehend ' I thank their love ' 

Admit them ! 

Sab. \AsideP^ How much has she really learned ? 

The D. Surely, whoever ’s absent, Tristan waits ? 

— Or at least Romuald, whom my father raised 
From nothing — come, he ’s faithful to me, come i 
(Sabyne, I should but be the prouder — yes. 

And fitter to comport myself aright) 

Not Romuald ? Xavier — -what said he to that ? 

For Xavier hates a parasite, I know! \Exit Sabync. 
TheD. Well, sunshine’s everywhere, and summer too ; 
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Next year ’lis the old place again, perhaps 
The water-breeze again, the birds again 
... It cannot be ! It is too late to be 
What part had I, or choice in all of it ? 

Hither they brought me; 1 had not to think 
Nor care, concern myself with doing good 
Or ill, njy task w,^s just — to live,— to live. 

And, answering ends there was no need cxjtlain, 

To render juliers happy — so they said. 

All could not have been falsehood ! Some was 
love. 

And wonder and obedience — 1 did all 

They look’d for 1 Why then cea.se to do it now ? 

Yet this is to be calmly set aside, 

And — ere ne.Kt birthday’s dawn, for aught 1 know, 
Things change, a claimant may arrive, and 1 . . . 

It cannot nor it shall not be ! His right? 

W ell then, he has the right, I have it not, 

— But who bade all of you surround my life 
And close its growth up with your Ducal crown 
Which, pluck’d off rudely, leaves me perishing ? 

I could have been like one of you, — loved, hoped, 
Feared, lived and died like one of you — but you 
Would take that life away and give me this, 

And I will keep this ! I will face you — Come ! 

Enter the Courtiers and V.m.f.nce. 

Tilt Courtiers. Many such happy mornings to your 
Grace ! 

The D. {Aside, as they pay their devoirsl] The same 
words — the some faces, — the same love ! 
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I have been over-fearful. These are few — 

But these, at legist, stand firmly — these are mine ' 

As many come as may, and if no more, 

’Tis that these few suffice — they do suffice ' 

What succour may not next year bring me ' Plainly 
I feared too soon ! [Tt> the Courtiers.] I thank you, 
sirs : all thanks ! 

Val. [Aside, as the Duchess f asses from onegfoup to 
another, conversing.'] 

T'ls she — the vision this day last 3 ’car brought, 

When for a golden moment at our Cleves 
She tarried in her progress hither. Cleves 
Chose me to speak its welcome, and I spoke 
— Not that she could have noted the recluse 
— Ungainly, old before his time — who gazed — 

. . . WeU, Heaven’s gifts are not wasted, and that gaze 
Kept, and shall keep me to the end, her own ! 

She was above it — but so would not sink 
My gaze to earth ! The People caught it, hers — 
Thenceforward, mine ; but thus entirely mine, 

AVho shall affirm, had she not raised my soul 
Ere she retired and left me — them ? — She turns — 
There ’s all her wondrous face at once ! The ground 
Reels and . . . 

[Sndden/j' occupying himself with his papet. 
These wrongs of theirs I have to plead ! 
TheD. [7h //<« Courtiers.] Nay, compliment enough ! 
and kindness’ self 

Should pause before it wish me more such years. 

’Twas fortunate that thus ere youth escaped 
I tasted life’s pure pleasure — one such, pure. 

Is worth a thousand, mi.xed — and youth 's for pleasure: 
81 
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Mine is received ; let my aj;e p:i> for it. 

(7.1.7. So, pay .-md pleasure p.aid for, thiitlts your 

Grace, 

Should never go together? 

Qui How. Sir G.aucelmc ? 

Hurry one's fe-ast dottTi uncnjoyingly 
At the sn.atched breathiug-intervnls of work ? 

As good you saved it till the dull day’.s-end 
When, st'ili and sleepy, appetite is gone ! 

Tile D. True ; you enable me to risk nty 1-uture, 

By giving me a Past beyond recall. 

A girl, one happy leisure year I lived : 

Let me endeavour to be Duchess now 1 

And so, — what news, Sir Guibert, spoke you of ? 

[As they advance a li/tk, and Gun;!:.Ri 
speaks — 

— That gentleman ? 

Val. I feel her eyes on me. 

Gtii. [To Valekcf..] The Duchess, sir, inclines to 
hear your suit 1 
Advance 1 He is from Cleves. 

VaI.[Comijigfonvard. Aside.'] Their wrongs — their 
ivrongs ! 

The D. And you, sir, are from Cleves? How fresh 
in mind 

The hour or two I passed at queenly Cleves ! 

She entertained us bravely, but the best 
Of her good pageant seemed its standers-by 
With Insupptessive joy on every face 1 
What says my ancient, famous, happy Cleves ? 

i'dl. Take the truth, lady — you are made for truth 
So think my friends -. nor less do they deserve 
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Since . . . Oh, I craxe your pardon- 1 forget 
I buy the privilege of ibis api>ro.id>, 

And promptly would discharge my debi.^ ) 

2hh iwirer humbly at the Duchess' feci - 

\Pracniing Guni-ltT- P f 

GuL Stay-for the present ... 

T/ie D. Sta>,str. 

That lc.aches me their w rongs with greater pn c 
Than this your Duail circlet. Thanh you, sir ■ 

[T/ie Duchess nads /lash/y ; 

/<j f/ie Courtiers — 

^Yhat have 1 done to you? Your deed or nunc 
Was it, this crowning me? I gave my self 
No more a title to your homage, no, 

Than church-flowers bom this season ga^ e t 
In the sainl’s-booh tlrat sanctified them first. 

For such a flower you plucked me — well, you enc 
Well, 'twas a weed— remove the eye-sore quick . 

But should you not remember it has lain 
Steeped in the candles’ glory, palely shrined. 

Nearer God’s Mother than most earthly things? 

—That if ’t be faded ’tis with prayer’s sole breath— 
That the one day it boasted was God’s day ? 

But I do thank you — had you used respect 
Here might 1 dwindle to the last white leaf 
Till losing the poor relic which even yet 
May yield some wandering insect life and food : 

So, fling me forth and — all is best for all 1 
\Afler a paiise^ Prince Berthold, whoart Juliers’ Dube, 
it seems — 

The Pope’s choice and the Emperor’s, and the King’s^ 
Be mine, too 1 Take this people ! Tell not me 
24 
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- Scorning lo --llr.U hi. 'srutrircon’s «otd : 
Ilis ofhec v/nli tire new Duke— prolt-nn) 

The Kitnc in Ironour -.es with me ; or more. 

By so much as this gallant turn deserves ; 

He ’s now, I dare say, of a thousand titnes 
The rank and innuence that remain with her 
Whose p:irt you lake 1 So, lest for taking h 

You suffer ... . ? 

Val. 1 may strike him then to ua • 

GuL \Famng on his ter..] Great and dear U-O. 
pardon me 1 Hear once ! 

Believe me and be merciful — be just ! 

1 could not bring myself to give that ixajrcr 
Without a keener pang than I dared meet 
—iVnd so felt Clugnet here, and Maufroy here ^ 
—No one dared meet it. Protestation ’s cheap, 
But, if to die for you did any good, 

\To GAUCEeME.] Would not I die, sir? Say 
worst of me ! 

But it does no good, drat ’s the mournful truth . 
And since the hint of a resistance, even. 

Would just precipitate, on you the first, 

A speedier ruin — I shall not deny. 

Saving myself indubitable pain, 

I thought to get you pleasure, who might say ? 

In that your only subject we could find 
To carry the sad notice, was the man 
Precisely ignorant of its contents ; 

A nameless, mere provincial advocate ; 

One whom ’twas like you never saw before, 

Never would see again. All has gone wrong ; 
But I meant right, God knows, and you, I trust ! 
26 
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Or raiUcr hokl it iiy the suffrage, !^y, 
or this— and this — and this? 

The D. \Afkr a /.7wx.-.l Von come from C e'e. 
How many arc at Clcves of Mtch a mind . 

Val. \From hh /c/cn] '‘We. all the n«nufaaurer> 


of Clcves 

The D. Or sUiy, sir— lest I seem loo covetoi — 

Arc you my subject ? such as you describe 
Am 1 to you — though to no other man? _ 

Val. {From hh papcr.\ — “ Valence, ord-imeO ) 
Advocate at Clcves ” — . 

The D. {Rcjtladttg the coronet. \ T hen 1 remain 
Duchess ! Take you note, 

While Clcves but yields one subject of this stamp, 

I stand her I>ady till she waves me off 1 
For her sake, all the Prince claims 1 withhold ; 

Laugh at each menace ; and, his power defying, 

Return his missive with its due contempt 1 

{CastinS 

Gut. {Picking it — ^tVhich to the Prince I 

deliver, Lady, , 

(Note it down, Gaucelmc) — with your message too • 
The D. I think the office is a subject’s, sir 1. 

Either . . . how style you him ? — my special guar 
The Marshal’s — for who knows but violence 
May follow the delivery 1 — Or, perlraps. 

My Chancellor’s — for law may be to urge 
On its receipt ! — Or, even my Chamberlain’s- — 

For I may violate established form ! 

{To Valence.] Sir,— for the half-hour till this service 
ends, 

Will you become all these to me ? 
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( r.'f'r' * j'*: Its k~r | ?■?)* i- ' 

Th />. fjj'sii rne' 

f 7V ' r r . frrtft'! {/ (:r Lrjr;{\ i-f ffaf 

\r .j.V/Vf /s j \VhMi\< ' ro tls* ir o"ti\ 

Th-r.‘ nf 'S* r\i-v nrinic^.’lson ’ (A'lS.-Vf^ 4- V\)f%<K| 
Aft' )iJi} sii-!V' r 
t i“ili S-' D.selu'- ^ j i ’ 

7» C •,r‘tirs Oa' D-Kii-'s* \\t < 

A f li.nins^. l.Kfy I V,'n''h) lcn<* nntl dn^ul ! 

Ill •nand Ij} !K'f,-*-'‘”d I, »Th' 5 ;<\T i>.isd< ’ 

Cv/. [7('Van vcf j U'<)1 wJ! do'ti, vtr ' t 
<jni iKft '.‘ho lv!>on ' 

V«u }a\.* <kjni' and I tn'7 joii— 

T(!«’ I am fnit \infair!) I tliinl 
Tor ‘.shui onv i-its a [ihtr liLc ihn 1 hold, 

Ont' g<dE too ibu remark tint in nitre v,ai;i'N, 

Tiit> fjsy and die preftrmcn!. make our pn/t— 

Talk .d»<3id al and fahh ajmrt from ihca', 

W«*n- l.n'yjiwl al — much v.aauld red and faith sub.i t 
U'ithoHl tiu'sr aJ'ti ! "Wl, Ut thu*e Ik; <;top]K'd. 

Our red and faith, vrt licar on mtrj '.ide, 

Are not rJemed — having iKH-fi jdtdgtd away 
1 wonder willi v.hat /ral and faith in turn? 

’Twjls money piirclnicd me ni> place 1 No, no — 

I'm right, sir — but your airong is better •:til), 

Jf J had lime and hkill to argue it. 

Tiicrcforc, 1 say, I’ll serve you, how 30U plai'c— 

If you like, — fight you, ns you seem to wish — 

(The kinder of me that, in sober truth, 

I never draamed 1 did you any harm) — 

Gnu. — Or, kinder still, you’ll introduce no douiil, 
His merits to the Prince who 's just at hand, 
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And kt no hint drop he ’s made ChanccUor 
And Chamberlain, and Hc.avcn hnows v,hat be>a c . 
dug. {To Vai.cnck.] You stare, >oung sir. anti 
threaten ! I^l me say. 

That at your a"c, when first 1 came to court, 

1 was not much .above a gentleman : 

While now ... 

Vol. —You .are H wd-l.ackcy ? With your olnce 

I have not yet been graced. Sir ' 

Other Courtiers. Let him talk . 

Fidelity — disintcresledne.ss- - 
Excuse so much ! Men cl.iimed my worship e\er 
M’ho, staunch and steadfa-slly . . . 


Enter Avoi.r. 

Adolf. The Prince arrives 

Courtiers. Ha? How? 

Adolf. He leaves hi.s guard a stage behind 

At Aix, and enters almost by himself. 

ist Court. The Prince ! This foolish business puts 
all out ! 

2 nd Court. Let G.aucclme spe.ak first ! 

$rd Court. Better I began 
About the state of Julicrs — should one say 
All ’s prosperous and inviting him ? 

6,ih CouH. — Or rather 
All ’s prostrate and imploring him ! 

5//i Court. That’s best 1 
WTere’s the Cleves’ paper, by the way? 

4 //; Court. {To VALCNcn.] Sir — sir — 
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If you’ll but give that paper — trust it me, 

I’ll warrant . . . 

^th Couri. Softly, sir — the Marshal’s duty > 

Clug. Has not the Chamberlain a hearing first 
By virtue of his patent ? 

Gan. Patents ? — Duties ? 

All that, my masters, must begin again ' 

One word composes the whole contiovers)- — 

We’re simply now — the Prince’s < 

Thcoihas Ay — the Prince’s ' 


Enter Sabyne. 

Sah. Adolf ! Bid . . . Oh, no time for ceremoii) ' 
Where ’s whom our lady calls her only subject ? 

She needs him ' Who is here tlie Duchess’s ? 

Val. [Slatting from his ih<etie'\ Most gratefully I 
follow to her feet ! [Extt. 
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ACr 111- 


AfUnwon. Scr.NE— TV/i" Veshluh- 


Enter PiuNcn Ei:utiiou> and MKi.cmoi.. 

Ba-th. A thriving little burgh this Juliers 
{IIalf-apart.\ Keep Juliers, and as good ) 

Cologne ; 

Better try Aix, though ! — v 7 

Mel. Please 't your Highness sp _ _ 

jBerM. Aix, Cologne, FrnnVfort, • 

— Rome 1 — 


Mel. —The Grave. 

— More weary seems your Highness, I remarh. 

Than sundry conquerors whose path I’ve usitc iei 
'rhroiigh fire and blood to any prize they gain. 

I could well wish you, for your proper sake, 

Had met some shade of opposition here 
— Found a blunt seneschal refuse unlock. 

Or a scared usher lead your steps astray. 

You must not look for next achievement’s palm 
So easy : this will hurt your conquering '. i 

Berth. My next ? Ay — as you say, my next and next 
Well, 1 am tired, that ’s truth, and moody too, 

This quiet entrance-morning ; listen why ! 

Our little burgh, now, Juliers — ’tis indeed 
One link, however insignificant. 

Of the great chain by which I reach my hope- — 

— A link I must secure ; but otherwise, 
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You’d wonder I esteemed it worth my grasp. 

Just see what life is with its shifts and turns ! 

It happens now — this very nook — to be 
A place that once . . but a short while since, neither — 
When I lived an ambiguous hanger-on 
Of foreign courts, and bore my claims about. 
Discarded by one kinsman, and the other 
A poor priest merely, — then, I say, this place 
Shone my ambition’s object ; to be Duke — 

Seemed then what to be Emperor seems now. 

My rights were far from being judged apparent 
In those days as of late, I promise you — 

And ’twas my day-dream, Lady Colombe here 
Might e’en compound the matter, pity me. 

Be struck, say, with my chivalry and grace 
(I was a boy !) — bestow her hand at length. 

And make me Duke in her right if not mine. 

Here am I, Duke confessed, at Juliers now ) 

Hearken : if ever I be Emperor, 

Will you remind me this, I feel and say ? 

Jfg/. All this consoles a bookish man like me ! 

— And so will weariness cling to you ! Wrong — 
Wrong ! Had you sought the Lady’s court yourself, — 
Flattered this, threatened that, and bribed the other, — 
Pleaded, by writ and word and deed, your cause, — 
Conquered yourself a footing inch by inch, — 

And, after long years’ struggle, pounced at last 
On her for prize, — the right life had been lived. 

And justice done to divers faculties 

Safe in that brow • yourself were visible 

As you stood victor, — you, whom now — (your pardon !) 

Narrowly am I forced to search and see — 

II- 33 D 



Bells and Pomegranates. 

So by your unde arc you hid, this Pope, 

Your cousin, the otlier King ! You are a Mind, 

They, Body : too much of mete Icgs-and-arms 
Obstructs the mind so 1 ^italch these tvith t leir 
like — 

But, mind with mind ! . 

Berth. And where 's your n ind to match t 

They show me legs-and-arms to cope w ithal 1 
I’d subjugate this city — where ’s its mind ? 

\The Courtiers enter slcnuly- 
Mel. Got out of sight when you came troops and all ! 
And in its stead, here greets you flcsh-and-blood 
A smug occonomy of both, this first ! 

[As Clugnct hottfs ol’seqnictitiy- 
Well done, gout, all considered 1 — I may go ? 

Berth. Help me receive them ! 

Mel. Oh, they just will say 

MTiat yesterday at Aix their fellows said. 

At Treves, the day before ! — Sir Prince, my friend. 

Why do you let your life slip thus ? — Mean time, 

I have my little Juliets to achieve — 

The understanding this tough Platonist 
Your holy uncle disinterred, Amelius — 

Lend me a company of horse and foot 
To help me through his tractate — gain my Duchy ! 
Berth. And Empire, after that is gained, will be — ? 
Mel. To help me through your uncle’s comment. 
Prince 1 [Exit. 

Berth. Ah? Well! He o’er-refines — the scholar’s 
fault ! 

How do I let my life slip? Say, this life 

I lead now, differs from the common life 
34 
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Of other men in mere degree, not kind, 

Of joys and sorrows, — such degree there is — 

Enough to care about and struggle for 

In this world : for this world, the Size of things ; 

The Sort of things, for that to come, no doubt ! 

A great is better than a little aim — 

And when I wooed Priscilla’s rosy mouth 
And failed so, under that gray convent wall. 

Was I more happy than I should be now 

[By this time the Courtiers are ranged befot e 
htm. 

If failing of my Empire? Not a whit ! 

— Here comes the Mind it once had tasked me 
sore 

To baffle, let advantages alone I 

All 's best as 'tis — these scholars talk and talk ! 

hmself. 

The Courtiers. Welcome our Prince to Juliers ! — to 
his Heritage ! 

Our dutifullest service proffer we ! 

Clug. I, please ’t your Highness, having exeicised 
The function of Grand Chamberlain at Court, 

With much acceptance, as men testify . . . 

Berth. I cannot greatly thank you, gentlemen ! 

The Pope declares my claim to the Duchy founded 
On strictest justice ; if you concede it, therefore, 

I do not wonder — and the Klings my friends 
Protesting they toU see such claim enforced, — 

You easily may offer to assist us. 

But there ’s a slight discretionary power 
To serve me in the matter, you’ve had long. 

Though late you use it. This is well to say — 
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But could you not have said it months .ago ? 

I’m not denied my own Duke’s truncheon, true 
’Tis flung me— I stoop down, and from the ground 
Pick it, with all you placid standers-by — 

And now 1 have it, gems and mire at once, 

Grace go with it to my soiled hands, you say 1 ^ 

Gui. (By Paul, the Advocate our doughty friend 
Cuts tlic best figure 1) 

Gati. If our ignorance 

May have offended, sure our loyally . . • 

JSeri/t. Loyalty? Yours?— Oh— of yourselves you 
speak 1 

— I mean the Duchess all this time, 1 hope 1 
And since I have been forced repeat my claims 
As if they never had been made before. 

As I began, so probably I end. 

The formal answer to the grave demand — 

What says the lady ? 

Coiirlitis. \Oi!s io afielher.'\ i. Marshal! s. Orator! 
Gill. A variation of our mistress’ way ! 

Wipe off his boots’ dust, Clugnet 1 — that he waits 1 
is/ Court. Your place 1 
znd Court. Just now it was your own ! 

Gui. The devil's ! 

Berth. \To GuiDERT.j Come fonvard, friend — you 
with the paper there 1 
Is Juliers the first city I’ve obtained? 

By this time I may boast proficiency 
In each decorum of the circumstance ! 

Give it me as she gave it — the petition 
(Demand, you style it) — ^what's required, in brief? 
What title’s reservation, appanage’s 
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Allowance ? — I heard all at Treves, last week ! 

Gau. \To Guibert.] “ Give it him as she gave it i ” 
Gui. And why not ? 

\To Berthold.] The lady crushed your summons thus 
together, 

And bade me, with the very greatest scorn 
So fair a frame could hold, inform you . . . 

Courtiers. Stop — 

Idiot ! — 

Giti. — Inform you she denied your claim, 

Defied yourself ! (I tread upon his heel. 

The blustering Advocate ') 

Berth. By Heaven and earth ' 

Dare you jest, sir ? 

Gut. Did he at Treves last week ? 

Berth. \Starling Why then, I look much bolder 
than I knew, 

And you prove better actors than I thought — 

Since, as I live, I took you as you entered 
For just so many dearest friends of mine, 

Fled from the sinking to the rising power 
— The sneaking’st crew, in short, I e’er despised ' 
Whereas, I am alone here for the moment ! 

With every soldier left behind at Aix ! 

Silence ? That means the worst — I thought as much i 
What follows next then ? 

Courtiers. Gracious Prince — he raves ! 

Gui. He asked the truth and why not have the 
truth? 

Berth. Am I a prisoner ? Speak, will somebody ? 

— But why stand paltering with imbeciles ? 

Let me see her, or . . . 
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Her wthout her leave, 

Shall no one sec-she’s Duchess ycH 
Ccuriicrs. {FoclsttJ'S -.i'ttheui, as iney 
Good chance ! 

She ’s here— the Lady Colombo’s self 1 , 

Birth. . 1 j f 

[Aside.] Array a handful thus against my v 
Kot ill done, truly! \V«c not this a mind 
To match one’s mind with? Colombe ^ 

I failed so, under that gray convent wall - 

She comes ! „„r<:elvcs 1 

Gui. The Duchess ! Strangers, range >ou - 

[As the Duchess enters in ^iers 

Valence, Beutholo and the C 
fall back a little. 

The D. Ptesagefully it beats, presagefully, ^ 

My heart-thc right is Berthold’s and not 

Val. Grant that he has the right, dare I mistru. 
Your power to acquiesce so patiently 
As you believe, in such a dream-like change 
Of fortune — change abrupt, profound, complete 
The D. Ah, the first bitterness is over now ! 

Bitter 1 may have felt it to confront 

The truth, and ascertain those natures’ value 

I had so counted on — that was a pang — 

But 1 did bear it, and the worst is over ; 

Let the Prince take them ! 

Val. —And take Juliers too? 

— Your People without crosses, wands, and chains— 
Only with hearts ? 

The D. There I feel guilty, sir ! 

1 cannot give up what I never had; 
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For these I ruled, not them — these stood between. 
Shall I confess, sir? I have heard by stealth 
Of Berthold from the first — more news and more — 
Closer and closer swam the thunder-cloud, 

But I was safely housed with these, I knew ! 

At limes when to the casement I would turn 
At a bird’s passage or a flow er-trail’s play, 

I caught the storm’s red glimpses on its edge — 

Yet I was sure some one of those about me 
Would interpose — I followed the bird’s flight, 

Or plucked the flower — some one would interpose ! 
Val. Not one thought on the People — and Cleves 
there ! 

The D. So, sadly conscious my real sw'ay was 
missed, 

Its shadow goes without so much regret : 

Else could I not again thus calmly bid you. 

Answer Prince Berthold J 

Val. Then you acquiesce? 

The D. Remember over whom it was I ruled ! 

Gui. \Stepping foi~Jjard.'] Prince Berthold, yonder, 
craves an audience. Lady ! 

The D. \To Valence.] I only have to turn, and I 
shall face 

Prince Berthold ! Oh, my very heart is sick ! 

It is the daughter of a line of Dukes, 

This scornful insolent adventurer 

Will bid depart from my dead father’s halls ! 

I shall not answer him — dispute with him — 

But, as he bids, depart! Prevent it, sir ! 

Sir — but a day’s sole respite ! Urge for me 
— ^^Vhat I shall caU to mind I should have urged 
39 
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When time’s gone by-HwiU .nil be mine you urge! 
A. day— an hour— that 1 myself may bay ^ ^ 

My rule down ! ’Tis too sudden— must no. - • _ 

The world’s to hear of it! Once done-for^ct 

How will it read, sit ? How be sung about . 


“''u/ZW,,'...] V.., r».lc «!!»«»"' 

l^dy, 

Cannot escape me ! Overbold I seem 

But somewhat should be pardoned iny surprise. 

And if, for their and your sakes, I rejoice 
Your virtues could nspirc a trusty few 
To make such gallant stand in your behalf, 

1 cannot but be sorry, for my own, 

Since 1 no longer am permitted speak 
No less of courtesy than relationship 
If you forgot once I remember now 1 
But, unrepelled, attack must never pass. 

Suffer, through you, your subjects I demand. 

Who controverts my claim to Juliers? 

The D. —Me, 

You say you do not speak to — 

Berth. Of your subjects 

I ask then : whom do you accredit ? Where 
Stand those should answer ? 

Val. [Advancin^.l The Lady is alone ! 

Berth. Alone, and thus? So weak and yet 


bold? 

Val. I said she was alone — 

Berth. —And weak, I said. 

Val. When is man strong until he feels alone? 
It was some lonely strength at first, be sure, 
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Created organs, such as those you seek, 

By which to give its varied purpose shape — 

And, naming the selected ministrants. 

Took sword, and shield, and sceptre, — each, a man ! 
That strength performed its work and passed its way 
You see our Lady : there, the old shapes stand ! 

— A Marshal, Chamberlain, and Chancellor — 

Be helped their way, into their death put life 
And find advantage, — so you counsel us ! 

But let strength feel alone, seek help itself, — 

And, as the inland-hatched sea-creature hunts 
The sea’s breast out, — as, littered ’mid the waves 
The desert-brute makes for the desert’s joy, 

— So, I am first her instinct fastens on ; 

And prompt I say so clear as heart can speak. 

The People will not have you ; nor shall have ' 

It is not merely I shall go bring Cleves 

And fight you to the last, though that does much, — 

And men and children, — ay, and women too. 

Fighting for home, are rather to be feared 
Than mercenaries fighting for their pay — 

But, say you beat us, since such things have been. 
And, where this Juliers laughed, you set your foot 
Upon a steaming bloody plash — ^what then ? 

Stand you the more our Lord as there you stand ? 
Lord it o’er troops whose force you concentrate, 

A pillared flame whereto all ardours tend — 

Lord it ’mongst priests whose schemes you amplify, 

A cloud of smoke ’neath which all shadows brood — 
But never, in this gentle spot of earth, 

Can you become our Colombo, our play-queen. 

Whom we, to furnish lilies for her hair, 
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Would pour our veins forth to enrich the sod - ^ 

— Our conqueror ? Yes ! — Our despot ? us . 

Duke? 

Know yourself, know us 1 . 

Btrih. \ Who has hun inlhoughi:^ Know your . 

[ Very dcfertr.imly?f, —To whom 1 needs must exculpate 
myself 

From basing made a rash demand at lc:vst. 

Wherefore to you, sir, who appear to be ^ 

The chief adviser, 1 submit my claims, \GiviJ-S 
But, this step taken, take no further step, 

Until the Duchess shall pronounce their svorth. 

Here be our mceling-placo, at night its time 
Till when I humbly take the Lady’s le.ave ! 

\Exst. As the Duchess turns to Vaues ^ 
the Courtiers interchange gianees »»« 
come fom'ard a little. 

1st Court. So, this was their device ! 

2nd Court. No bad device 1 . , 

%rd Court. They love each other, Guiberts fnon 
and she 1 

4th Court. Plainly ! 

Sth Court. Pray, Guibert, what is next to do? ^ 
Gui. [Advancing.^ 1 lay my office at the Duchess 
foot ! 

Others. And 1 — and I — and 1 ! . , 

The D. 1 took them, s>rs • 

Gui. \To Valence.} And now, sir, simple knight 
agmn am I — 

Guibert of the great ancient house, as yet 
That never bore affront : whate’er your birth, — 
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As things stand now, I recognise )'Ourself 
(If j’ou'll accept experience of some date) 

As like to be the leading man o’ the time, 

And so as much above me now, as I 
Seemed above you this morning. Then, I offered 
To fight you : will you be as generous 
And now fight me ? 

Ask when my life is mine ! 

Gut. (’Tis Hers now !) 

Clttg. [Advancing io Valunce.] You, sir, have in- 
sulted me 

Grossly, — will grant me, too, the selfsame favour 
You’ve granted him, just now, I make no question ? 
Val. I promise you as him, sir! 

Clug. Do you so ? 

Handsomely said ! I hold you to it, sir ! 

You’ll get me reinstated in my office 
As you will Guibert I 

The D. I would be alone ! 

[T/tey begin io retire slowly : ar Valence rr 
about to follow — 

Alone, sir — only with my heart, — ^j’ou stay ! 

Gui. Would this hall’s floor were a mine’s roof ! — 
I’ll back 

And in her very face . . . 

Gau. Apply the match 

That fires the train, — and where will you be, pray ? 

Gui. With him ! 

Gau. Stand, rather, safe outside with me ! 

The mine ’s charged — shall I furnish you the match 
And place you properly ? — ^To the ante-chamber ! 

Gui. Can you ? 
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Tr>- me*. 


•Your friend’s in 

Quick- 


Gau. 

Gui. _ » 1- T 

To the antechamber ! — He is pale with Oii=s . 

Gau. No wonder Mark her eyes ! 

GuL To the anlc-^chambcr ! 

The D. Sir, could you know all you have don^ 
You were content ! You spoke and 1 am sa'C • 
Val. Be not too sanguine, Uady 1 lire no«, e' 
That transient flush of generosity 
Fades off, jrerchance ! Tire man and mo 


are 


gone — 

Inaltcrably his requirement stays, 

And cold hard words have we to deal with now. 

In that large eye there was a latent pride 
To self-denial not ineompetent. 

But very like to hold itself dispensed 
From such a grace — ^however, let us hope 1 
He is a noble spirit in noble form ! 

I wish he less had bent that brow to smile 
As with the fancy how he could subject 
Himself upon occasion to — himself 1 
From rudeness, \-iolence, you rest secure ; 

But do not think your Duchy rescued yet 1 , 

Tht D. You, — who have opened a new 
to me. 

Will never take the faded language up 
Of that 1 leave ? My Duchy — ^keeping it 
Or losing it — ^is that my sole world now ? 

Val. Ill have I spoken if you thence despise 
Juliets ; although the lowest, on true grounds, 

Be worth more than the highest rule, on false : 
Aspire to that, on the true grounds ! 
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The D. Nay, hear — 

False, I -will never — rash, I would not be ! 

This is indeed my Birthday — soul and body. 

Its hours have done on me the work of years. 

1' ou hold the Requisition : ponder it ! 

If I ha%’e right — my duty’s plain : if He — 

Say so — nor ever change a tone of voice ! 

At night the Prince you meet — meet me at eve, 

Till when, farewell ! This discomposes you ? 

Believe in your own nature, and its force 
Of renovating mine. I take my stand 
Only as under me the earth is firm — 

So, prove the first step stable, all will be ! 

That first, I choose — {Laying her hand on his. 

— the ne.xt to take, choose you ! {Exit. 
Val. {After a paused What drew down this on me I 
On me — dead once — 

She thus bids live, — since all I hitherto 
Thought dead in me, youth’s ardours and emprize. 
Burst into life before her, as she bids 
Who needs them ! — Wiither will this reach, where 
end? 

Her hand’s print burns on mine . . . Yet she ’s above — 
So very far above me ! All ’s too plain — 

I served her when the others sank away. 

And she rewards me as such souls reward — 

— ^Reward, that ’s little, that is nought to her. 

Though all to me ... I cannot so disclaim 
Heaven’s gift nor call it other than it is ! 

She loves me ! 

{Looking at the Prince’s papers.'] — Which love, these 
forbid, perchance ! 
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Oin I decide npainst 
She is the Duchess and no mate lor 
—Cloves, help me ! Teach me,— every h. {,g- 
To sorrow and endure I I do rig it ^ 
Whatever be the issue — help me, Clcvcs . 
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ACT IV. 

■Evenhig. Scene — An Anlc-c/iambo . 

Enter the Courtiers. 

Man. Now then, that we may speak — how spring 
this mine ? 

Gau. Is Guibert ready for its match ? He cools i 
Not so friend Valence w ith the Duchess there ' 

Stay, Valence — are not )ou my better self?” 

And her cheek mantled — 

Well, she loves him, sir — 
And more, — since 3 ou v\ ill have it I grow cool, — 

She ’s right : he ’s w orth it. 

Gau. Por his deeds to-day ? 

Say so I 

Gui. What should I say beside ? 

Gau. Not this — 

For friendship’s sake leave this for me to say — 

That we’re the dupes of an egregious cheat ! 

This plain, unpractised suitor, who found way 
To the Duchess thro’ the merest die's turn-up — 

A year ago had seen her and been seen. 

Loved and been loved — . 

Gut. Impossible ! 

Gau. — Nor sa)'. 

How sly and exquisite a trick, moreover. 

Was this which — taking not his stand on facts 
Boldly, for that had been endurable. 

But, worming in his way by craft, he chose 
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Resort 10, rather,— and which you and 
Sheep-like, assist Irirn in the playing Oit 
The fruit i', she prefers him to ourse.sfes, 

Not on the simple ground of preference,^ 

First seeing, liking more, and so an cn 
But as wc all had started equally, 

And at the close of a fair rare be proved 

'I'he only valiattt, sage, and loyal man. 

And she, too, with the pretty fits and sta s, 

And careless, winning, candid ignorance 
Of what the Prince might challenge or forego 
She had a hero in reserve 1 What risk: 

Ran she ? This deferential easy Prince 

Tliai brings his claims for her to ratify ^ — 

— He’s just her puppet for the nonce ! ^ 

Valence pronounces, as is equitable, 

Against him ; off goes the confederate : 

As equitably. Valence takes her hand 1 i d 
The Chancellor. You run too fast her ta 
subject takes ! 

Do not our Archives hold her father’s iH ^ 

Against such accident that will provides. 

And gives next heir. Prince Berthold, the re\ ersio 
Of Juliers, which she forfeits, wedding so. 

Gati. He is next heir ? 

The Chan. Incontrovertibly 1 

Gau. Guibert your match, now, to the train . 

Gut. 

I m with you — selfishness is best again ! 

1 thought of turning honest — what a dream ! 

Let s wake now ! 

Selfish, friend, you never were— ' 
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’Twas but a series of revenges taken 
Upon unselfishness that prospered ill. 

But now that you’re grown wiser, what ’s our course ? 
Gut. — ^\Vait, I suppose, till Valence weds our 
Lady, 

And then apprise the Prince — 

Gau. — Ere then, retired ? 

Tell the Prince now, sir ! Ay, this very night — 

Ere he accepts his dole and goes his way, 

Tell what has been, declare what ’s like to be. 

And really makes him all he feigned himself ; 

Then trust his gratitude for the surprise ! 

Gui. Good ! I am sure she’ll not disown her love. 
Throw Valence up— I wonder you see that ! 

Gau. The shame of it — the suddenness and shame I 
With Valence there, to keep her to her word. 

And Berthold’s own reproaches or disgust — 

We’ll try it ! — Not that we can venture much ! 

Her confidence we’ve lost for ever — his 
Must be to gain ! 

Gut. To-night, then, venture we ! 

Yet — may a lost love never be renewed ? 

Gau. Never in noble natures : with the base ones, 

T wist off the crab’s claw, wait a smarting-while. 

And something grows and grows and gets to be 
A mimic of the joint, and just so like 
As keeps in mind it never, never will 
Replace its predecessor ! Crabs do that ; 

But lop the Lion’s foot and — 

Gui. To the Prince ! 

Gau. j And comew hat will to the lion’s foot, 

I pay you 
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My cit’s-mw, a'; 1 lone ha%e yiamed to p-'V - , 

{«'W.]‘Foo;nep'; . I Himself! Tk V.nk:‘cc 


• A !— V.'c'l' 

M’aits her to hoist their seberac «ttcccc 5 • 

hence— - j 

And porfti't 0157=; i To the Archives, and the 

O’us- [71>r,AUCi.L'ir. .ii Huy r^/ire,] You have. ^ 

smiled so sinc'e your father died ■ 

lExrur.t Couriers. 


Enttr VAi.KNcn ’:vith yaf’.’rs. 

Val. So must it be 1 have examined these 
tViih scarce a palpitating he.in — so calm, 

Keeping her image almost ivholly off, 

Setting upon mj-self determined watch, 

Repelling to the uttermost his claims. 

And the result is . . , .all men would pronounce 
And not I, only, the result to be — 

Berthold is Heir ; she has no shade of right 
To the distinction which divided us, 

But, suffered rule first by these Kings and Popes 
To serve some devil’s-purpose, — now *tis gain’d. 

To seu’e some dedl's-putpose must withdraw ! 

^Valence, this rapture . . selfish can it be ? 

Eject it from your heart, her home ! — It stays 
Ah, the brave world that opens to us both ! 

• • - Do my poor townsmen so esteem it ? Cleves,' 
I need not your pale faces ! This, reward 
For service done to them ? Too horrible ! 

I neier served them — ^’twas myself I sen'ed ! 

*^d not — rather saved from punishment 
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^Vhich, had I failed you then, would plague me 
now ! 

My life continues yours, and your life, mine — 

But if, to take God’s gift, I swerve no step — 

Cleves, — if no prayer I breathe for it — if she, 

[Footsteps loithout. 

Colombe, that comes now, freely gives herself — 

Will Cleves require, that, turning thus to her, 

I . . . 


Enter Prince Berthold. 

— Pardon, sir — I had not looked for you 
Till night, i’ the Hall ; nor have as yet declared 
My judgment to the Lady 1 
Berth. So I hoped. 

Val. And yet I scarce know wherefore that prevents 
Disclosing it to you — disclosing even 
What she determines — 

Be/ th. That I need not ask. 

Val. You need not : I have proved the Lady’s 
mind — 

And, justice being to do, dare act for her. 

Be/th. Doubtless she has a very noble mind ! 

Val. Oh, never fear but she’ll in each conjuncture 
Bear herself bravely ; she no whit depends 
On circumstance ; as she adorns a throne 
She had adorned . . 

Berth. . . A hovel — in what book 

Have I read that of every queen that Ii\ ed ? 

A throne ? You have not been instructed, sure. 

To forestall my request? 

Val. ’Tis granted, sir — 
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My heart instructs me— 1 have scrutinized 

Your claims ... .,r^>fcrrcd! 

Berth. Ah— cl.tims, you me.m, I fir-t V 

Before our late appointment, sir, I come, 

To pray you let thO'C claims at presettt rest— 

In favour of .a new and stronger one. 

Val. You slwll not need a stronger : on the p 
Of the lady, all you offer I accept, 

Since one clear right suffices : yours is clear . 

Propose ! 

Berth. I offer her my hand. 
f/„/. Your hand? 

Berth, h. Duke’s yourself s.ay, and at no far time. 
Something here whispers me — the Emperors. 

The I.ady’s mind is noble ; which induced 
This seizure of occ.asion ere my claims 
Were — settled, let us amicably say ! 

Val. Your hand ! _ ,, 

Berth. (He will fall down and kiss it ne.xt .) 

Sir — this astonishment ’s too flattering — 

Nor must you hold your mistress’ worth so cheap • 
Enhance it rather, — urge that blood is blood ■ 

The daughter of the Burgraves, Landgraves, ’ 
graves, 

Remains their daughter — I shall scarce gainsay ! 
Elsewhere or here the Lady needs must rule — 

Like the Imperial crown’s great chrysoprase, 

They tell me — somewhat out of keeping there, 

And yet no jewel for a meaner cap ! 

Val. You wed the Duchess ? 

^‘’’th. (2ry you mercy, friend 1 

The match will influence many fortunes here? 
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A natural enough solicitude ! 

Be certain no bad chance it proves for you ! 

However high you take your present stand, 

There ’s prospect of a higher still remove — 

For Juliers will not be my resting-place, 

And when I have to choose a substitute 
You need not give your mates a character ! 

And yet I doubt your fitness to supplant 
The grew smooth Chamberlain — he’d hesitate 
A doubt his lady could demean herself 
So low as to accept me. Courage, sii ! 

I like your method better — feeling’s play 
Is franker much, and flatters me beside. 

Fal. I am to say, you love her ? 

Berih. Say that too ! 

Love has no great concernment, thinks the world. 
With a Duke’s marriage — How go precedents 
In Juliers’ story — how use Juliers’ Dukes? 

(Yon must be Luitpold, — ay, a stalwart sire 

— Say, I have been arrested suddenly 

In my ambition’s course . . say, locky course. 

By this sweet flower — I fain would gather it 
And then proceed — so say and speedily 
— (Nor stand tliere like Duke Luitpold’s brazen self !) 
Enough, sir : you possess my mind, I think. 

To this claim, be it in the Hall at night 
Your Lady’s answer comes ; till when, farewell ! 

[Exil. 

Fa/. [j4f(er a pause.] The Heavens and earth stay 
as they were — my heart 
Beats as it beat — the truth remains the truth ! 

MTiat falls away, if not my faith in her? 
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Was U my faiih. ibal she could 
Love's value,— and, such fa»ih stiU b 

Dare 1 to test her now,— or had I faitn ^ 
Solely because no iX)'ver of test was latoe . 


EitUrihe DuCIIESS. 

,, ,.it 's over 5 

TheD. My fate, sir 1 Ah, you turn away 
But you are sorry' tnc — be not so ! 

yVhat I might have become, and never was, 

Regret with me ; what 1 have merely been, 

Rejoice 1 am no longer ; what 1 now 
Begin, a simple woman now, to be, _ 

Hope that I am, — for, now my rights arc ^o> > 

This heavy roof seems easy to c-xchatigc 
For the blue sky outside— my lot henceforth 

Val. And what a lot is Bcrthold’s 1 j 

TheD How of hint- 

Val. He stands, a man, now ; stately, = 
wise — 

One great aim, like a guiding-star, before— ^ 
Which tasks strength, wisdom, stateliness to fo ■ 
As, not its substance, but its shine he tracks, 

Hor dreams of more than, just evolving these 
To fulness, will suffice him to life’s end. 

After this star, out of a night he springs ; 

A beggar’s cradle for the throne of thrones 
He quits, so, mounting, feels each step he mounts. 
Nor, as from each to each exultingly 
He passes, overleaps one grade of joy. 

This, for his own good : — w-ith the world, each gih 
Of God and man, — ^Reality, Tradition, 
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Fancy and Fact — so well environ him, 

That as a mystic panoply they serve — 

Of force, untenanted, to awe mankind, 

And work his purpose out with half the world. 

While he, their master, dexterously slipt 
From such encumbrance, is meantime employed 
In his own prowess with the other half. 

So shall he go on, every day’s success 
Adding, to what is He, a solid strength — 

An airy might to what encircles him, 

Till at the last, so life’s routine shall grow. 

That as the Emperor only breathes and moves. 

His shadow shall be watched, his step or stalk 
Become a comfort or a portent ; how 
He trails his ermine take significance, — 

Till even his po\\er shall cease his power to be. 

And most his weakness men shall fear, nor vanquish 
Their typified invincibility. 

So shall he go on, so at last shall end. 

The man of men, the spirit of all flesh. 

The fiery centre of an earthy world ! 

The X). Some such a fortune I had dreamed should 
rise 

Out of my own — that is, above my power 
Seemed other, greater potencies to stretch — 

Val. For you ? 

The X. It was not I moved there, I think : 

But one I could, — though constantly beside. 

And aye approaching, — still keep distant from. 

And so adore. A man ’twas moved there ! 

Val. 'Vho? 

The D, I felt the spirit, never saw the face ! 
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Vd. See it ! ’Tis Ik-rtltold’s f He enables you 
To realire your vision. 

T/ie D. Berthold ? 

Val. Duke- 

Emperor to be ; he proffers you his hand. 

The D. Generous and princely I , . 

Vd. He is all of thi^ 

The D. Tiianks, Berthold. for my father’s 
no hand 
Degrades me ! 

Vd. You accept the proffered ban 

Tilt D. Tliat he should love me ! i 

Vd. ..l^ved” I did notsay- 

Had that been — so might lov e incline the 1 rince 
To the world's good, the world that ’s at his foot, 

I do not know this moment I should dare 
Give counsel you refuse the world — and Cleves 
The sacrifice he asks 

The D. Not love me, sir? 

Vd. He scarce affirmed it. , 

The D. May not deeds say morer 

Vd. What does he? . . . Yes — yes — very much 
does ! 

All the shame saved he thinks, and sorrow saved 
Immitigable sorrow, so he thinks, — 

Sorrow that 's deeper than we dream, perchance ! 

The D. Is not this love ? 

Eh/. gQ ygjy much he does 1 

For look, you can descend now gracefully — 

All doubts are banished that the world might have, 
Or worst, the doubts yourself, in after-time. 

May call up of your heart’s sincereness now; 
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To such, reply, “My rule I could ha\e kept — 

“ Increased it to the utmost of my dreams — 

“ Yet abjured all ! ” This, Berthold does for you • 

It is munificently much ' 

-D. Still “ much ” ' 

But ■\\hy is it not love, sir ? Answer me ! 

Val. Because not one of Berthold’s words and 
looks 

Had gone with love’s presentment of a flo^\er 
To the beloved : because bold confidence. 

Open superiority, free pride 

Love owns not, and were all that Berthold owned 

Because where reason, even, finds no flaw. 

Unerringly a lover’s instinct may 
The D. You reason, then, and doubt? 

I love, and know. 
The D. You love^ — How strange ' I never cast a 
thought 

On that ' Just see our selfishness — you seemed 
So much my own ... I had no ground — and yet, 

I never dreamed another might divide 
My power with you, much less exceed it ' 

Val. Lady, 

I am yours wholly ' 

The D. Oh, no, no, not mine i 

Tis not the same now, never more can be ' 

— ^Your first lo\e, doubtless ' Well, what ’s gone from 
me? 

What have I lost in you ? 

Val My heart replies — 

No loss there ' . . So of Berthold’s proposition, — 

Its obvious magnitude is w'ell to v\eigh ' 

57 



Bells and Pomegranates. 

The D. She *5 . . . yci, ihe must tc vcO f-i'r 
you ! 

VaL I .'im a simple Ads'ccnc of Cic'CS. ^ 

The D. You ! With the he.irt and brain 
helped me 

I fancied both exclusively my own, 

Yet find are subject to .a stronger sway 1 ^ ^ 

She must be . . . tell me, is she very fair* 

Val. Most fair, beyond conception or b- > 

TheD. Black eyes?— no matter! Colom 
world leads . 

Its life without you, whom your friends pro ess 
The single woman — see how true they were . 

One lived this while, who never saw your facCi 
Nor heard your voice — unless . . . I® s 
Cloves ? 

Val. Cloves knows her well ! 

The D. Ah— just a fancy, 

ttTien you poured forth the wrongs of Clo'^’ 
said, 

— ^Thought, that is, afterward ... , 

Val You thought of me? 

The D. Of what else? Only such a cause, 
thought, 

For such effect — see what true love can do ! 

Cleves is his love ! I almost fear to ask 
. i . Nor will not 1 This is idling — to our work ! 
Admit before the Prince, without reserv'e, 

My claims misgrounded ; then may follow better 
. . . When you poured out Cleves’ wrongs im 
petuously. 

Was she in your mind? 
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Val. All done was done for her 

— To humble me ! 

The D. She udll be proud at least! 

Val She? 

The D. When you tell her I 
Val. That wll never be 1 

The D. How— are there sweeter things you hope 
to tell ? 

No, sir ! You counselled me, — I counsel you 
In the one point I — any woman can 1 
Your worth, the first thing ; let her own come next— 
Say what you did through her, and she through you 
The praises of her beauty afterward ! 

Will you ? 

Val. I dare not ! 

The D. Dare not ? 

Val. She I love 

Suspects not such a love in me. 

The D. You jest ! 

Val. The lady is above me and away 1 
Not only the brave form, and the bright mind. 

And the great heart, combine to press me low 
But all the world calls rank divides us. 

TheD. Rank? 

Now grant me patience ! Here ’s a man declares 
Oracularly in another’s case — 

Sees the true value and the false, for them 
Nay, bids them see it, and they straight do see ! 

You called my court’s love worthless — so it turned . 

I threw’ away as dross my heap of wealth. 

And here you stickle for a piece or two ! 

First — has she seen you ? 
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Ves I 


She loves you. 


VaL 

The D. succe£^®‘' 

Fal. One flash of hope bun.1 


night— , 

And all ’s at darkest now. Impossible ^ 


irs ai uaTKcai iiu". ^ mv 51 

The D. Well tr\- ; you are— somenov. 

yet ? 

Val. As e\er— to the dc.ath ! 


Obey me, 


then 1 


. of nil 


The D. 

Val. 1 must! ^ ^ 

The D. Approach her and ... -NO . 

Get more assurance ; my instructress, say, 

Was great, descended from a line of 
And even fair — (wait why 1 say this fol > ) 

She said, of all men, none for eloquence. 

Courage, and, iihat cast even these to s a ^ 

The heart they sprung from,— none dese 
him 

Who saved her at her need— if she said this, 

What should not one 1 love, say ? „nf— • 

Val Heaven-thishope^ 

Oh, lady, you are filling me with fire ! . 

The D. Say this 1— nor think I bid you cast a 
One touch of all that awe and reverence ! 

Nay — make her proud for once to heart’s content 
That all this wealth of heart and soul ’s her own • 
Think you are all of this, — and, thinking it, 

. . . (Obey!) 

Val. I cannot choose ! 

The D. Then, kneel to hei 

[Valence svihs on hts hm 


1 dream ! 
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Have mercy ! Yours, unto the death, — 

I have obeyed. Despise, and let me die. 

The D. Alas, sir, is it to be ever thus ? 

Even with you as with the world ? I know 
This morning’s service was no vulgar deed 
Whose motive, once it dares avow itself. 

Explains all done and infinitely more. 

So takes the shelter of a meaner cause. 

Whence rising, its effects may amply show. 

Your service named its true source, — loyalty ! 

The rest ’s unsaid again. The Duchess bids you. 
Rise, sir ! The Prince’s words were in debate. 

Eb/. j Truth, as ever. Lady, comes 

from you ! 

I should rise — I that spoke for Cleves, can speak 
For Man — yet tremble now, that stood firm then ! 

I laughed ... for ’twas past tears . . . that Cleves should 
starve 

With all hearts beating loud the infamy. 

And no tongue daring trust as much to air — 

^ et here, where all hearts speak, shall I be mute ? 

Oh lady, for your own sake look on me ! 

On all I am, and have, and do — heart, brain. 

Body and soul, — this Valence and his gifts — 

I "as proud once — I saw you — and they sank. 

So that each magnified a thousand times 
Were nothing to you — but such nothingness 
^Vhat would a crown gild, or a sceptre prop, 

A treasure speed, a laurel-"Teath enhance ? 

IVhat is my own desert ? But should your love » 

Ha-ve . . . there ’s no language helps here . . singled 
nae, — 
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Then . . Oh, that v.-i!d word “ then . be just to lo-e. 
In gcncro'isty its .attribute ! 

Ixjvc, .as you picared love ! All is cU-nred stag 
For trial of the question kept so long 
I'or you — Is Love or Vanity the best? 

You, solve it for the world’s sake — you, say first 
Wlial all will shout one day — you, vindicate 
Our e.arth .and be its angel ! .Ml is s.aid. 

I.ady, I offer nothing — I am yours, 

But for the cause’ sake, look on me and him 
And speak 1 

The D. I h.avc received the Prince’s message ; 

Say, I prepare my answer ! rr 7 

;W. 'lake me, Cleves ! _ 

The D. Mournful — th.at nothing ’s what it <t3 
itself ! 

Devotion, zeal, faith, loyally — mere love 
And, love in question, what may Berthold’s be? 

1 did ill to mistrust the world so soon — 

Already was this Berthold at my side ! 

The valley-level has its hawks, no doubt : 

May not the rock-top hav’c its eagles, too ? 

Yet Valence ... let me see his rival then ! 
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ACT V. 


Night. Scene — The Hall. 

Enter Berthold and Melchior. 

Mel. And here you wait the matter’s issue ? 

Berth. Here. 

Mel. I don’t regret I shut Amelius, then ! 

But tell me, on this grand disclosure, — how 
Behaved our spokesman with the forehead ? 

Berth. Oh, — he 

Turned out no better than the foreheadless — 

Was dazzled not so very soon — that ’s all ! 

For my part, this is scarce the hasty, showy. 

Chivalrous measure you give me credit of ! 

— Let her commence unfriended innocent. 

And carry wrongs about from court to court 1 
No truly ! The least shake of Fortune’s sand, 

My uncle chokes in his next coughing-fit. 

King Philip takes a fancy to blue eyes, — 

And wondrously her claims would brighten up ! 

Forth comes a new gloss on the ancient law, 
O’er-looked provisoes, past o’er premises. 

Follow in plenty — No — ’tis the safer step. 

Juliers and she, once mine, are ever mine. 

Mel. Which is to say, you, losing heart already. 
Elude the adventure. 

Berth. Not so — or, if so — 

Why not confess at once that I advise 
None of our kinglj craft and guild just now 
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To lay, one tnoineni. down 

With the notion they enn an> time .at ]• ^ 

Retake it— that may turn out ha/.ardous . 

We fcem, in Europe, pretty well at cn favoured 

O’ the night, with our great masque ; 


Who keep the chambers top, .and hon 
Of the e.arly evening, may retain their p • 

And figure as they list till out of breath.. 

But it is growing hate ; and I observe 
A dim grim kind of tipstaves at the oor^ 

Not only bar new-comers entering now. 

But caution those who left, for an) cause, 

And would return, that morning draws to(^ 

The ball must die off, shut itself up. ^ 

I think, may dance lights out and sunshine 
And sleep off headache on our fripperj 
But friend the other, who cunningly stole ou , 

And thinks re-enter with a fresh costume. 

Will be advised go back to bed, I fear. 

I stick to privilege, on second thoughts 1 

Md. Yes— you evade the adventure !— An , 

Give yourself out for colder than you are. 

—King Philip, only, notes the lady's eyes ? 

Don’t they come in somewhat of the motive 
With you too ? 

Berth. Yes— no ; I am p.ast that now 

Gone ’tis — I cannot shut my eyes to fact. 

Of course 1 might by forethought and contrivance 
Reason myself into a rapture. Gone ! 

And something better ’s come instead, no doubt. 
dA/. So be it ! Yet, proceed my way, the same, 
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Though to your end •, so shall you prosper best. 

The lady, — to be won for selfish ends, — 

Will be won easier my unselfish . . call it, 

Romantic way. 

Berth. Won easier? 

Mel. Will not she ? 

Berth. There I profess humility ^^•ithout bound ! 

Ill cannot speed — not I — the Emperor ! 

Mel. And I should think the Emperor best waived. 
From your description of her mood and way ! 

You could look, if it pleased you, into hearts ; 

But are too indolent and fond of watching 
Your own — you know' that, for you study it ! 

Berth. Had you but seen the orator her friend 
Abashed to earth at aspect of the change ! 

. . Oh, I read hearts ! And for my own behoof, 

I court her with my true w'orth — see the event ! 

I learned my final lesson on that head 
^\^len years ago, — my first and last essay ! 

Before my uncle could obtain the ear 
Of his superior, help me from the dirt — 

Priscilla left me for a Brabant Duke 

Whose cheek was like the topaz on his thumb — 

I am past illusion on that score. 

Met. Here comes 

The lady — 

Berth. — And there you go ! But do not ! Give 
me 

Another chance to please you. Hear me plead ! 

Mel. You’ll keep, then, to the gallant, to the man ? 
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and, after an inten'af, hy 


Bcrt/i. Good ausjjicc to our meeting i ^ pro\-e! 
T/ie D. 

—And you, sir, will be Emperor one cLny 

TJe;-/;/. (Ay— that’s the point.) I may b - P 
The D. ’Tis not for my sake only I am prou 
Of this you offer : I am prouder far 
That from the highest state should duly spring 
The highest, since most generous, of deeds. 

Berth. (Generous-still that!) You underrate > 

self. 


You arc, what I, to be complete, must have— 

Find now, and may not find, another time. 

YTiilc I career on all the world for stage, 

There needs at homo nay representative 

The D. — Such, rather, would some 'var 

avoman be — _ . 

One dowered with lands and gold, or rich in fnen 
One like yourself ! 

Berth. Lady, I am myself, 

And have all these ; I want what ’s not myself, 

Nor has all these. Why give one hand two swords 
Here’s one already : be a friend’s next gift 
A silk glove, if you will — I have a sword ! 

The D. You love me, then? 

Berth. Your lineage I revere 

Honour your virtue, in your truth believe. 

Do homage to intelligence, and bow 
Before a peerless beauty. 
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Tlie D. But, for love — 

Berth. A further love I do not understand. 

Our best course is to say these hideous truths, 

And see them, once said, grow endurable. 

Like waters shuddering from their central bed. 

Black with the midnight bowels of the earth. 

That, once up spouted by an earthquake’s throe, 

A portent and a terror — soon subside. 

Freshen apace, take gold and rainbow hues. 

Under the sun and in the air, — at last 
Grow common to the earth as hills or trees — 
Accepted by all things they came to scare. 

The D. You cannot love, then ? 

Berth. — Charlemagne, perhaps ' 

Are you not over-curious in love-lore ? 

The D. I have become so, very recently. 

It seems, then, I shall best deserve esteem. 

Respect, and all your candour promises. 

By putting on a calculating mood — 

Asking the terms of my becoming yours ? 

Berth. Let me not do myself injustice, neither ' 
Because I will not condescend to fictions 
That promise what my soul can ne’er acquit. 

It does not follow that my guarded phrase 
May not include far more of nhat you seek. 

Than w ide professions of less scrupulous men 
You i\ill be Empress, once for all — with me 
The Pope disputes supremacy — you stand 
And none gainsays, the Earth’s first \\oman 1 

The D. That— 

Or simple Lady of Ravestein again ? 

Berth. The matter’s not in my arbilrement ' 
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Now 1 have mack my elnsm'; 
Cede one, cede all 


,v.bkh I rcgmi- 


m IX 

Bnlh. The world looks on. 
The D. 


And v.hen mn!-! 




1 decide’ 


nUCll 


The D. *' T t ^ i said 

Berih. “When," 1-ndy? Have I - 

al first _ , ■ e at once: 

For nothing? Poured out, witn sue i • 

What I might else have sufTcred to ooe 
Droplet by droplet in a life-time long. 

For aught less than as prompt an ansi . 

All 's fairly told now— who can teach )0 

The D. 1 do not sec him 1 a»reive! 

This offer had been made more Icisurel) 

W'oiild time allow the better setting o 
Adv.antagc, and disparagement as well 
But as it is, the sum of both must serve. 

1 am already we.ar)’ of this pl.acc Now eithc'^ 

My thoughts are next stage on to Rome. ^ ’ 

Hail to the Empress — farewell to the La 5 \ ,, .rarer 

{The Courtiers, -mho have been tirauans ' 

anti neater, interfose. Ufcak 

Courtiers. . . . “ Farewell,” Prince? when" a 
in at our risk ... . . 

dug. (Almost upon Court-licence trespassing; 
Courtiers. To point out how your claims are 
yet 

You know not, by the Duke her Father’s will. 

The lady, if she weds beneath her rank, 

Forfeits her Duchy in the next heir’s favour—- 
So ’tis expressly stipulate. And if 
08 
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It can be shown ’tis her intent to wed 
A subject, then yourself. . . 

Berth. What insolence ? . . ■ 

Gut. Sir, there ’s one Valence — the pale fiery man 
You saw and heard this morning — thought, no doubt, 
Was of considerable standing here — 

I put it to your penetration, Prince, 

If aught save love, the truest love for her. 

Had made him serve the lady as he did ! 

He ’s simply a poor advocate of Cleves 
— Creeps here with difficulty, finds a place 
With danger, gets in by a miracle. 

And for the first time meets the Lady’s face — 

So runs the story — is that credible ? 

For, first — no sooner in, than he 's apprised 
Fortunes have changed ; you are all-powerful here. 
The Lad)' as powerless — he stands fast by her ! 

The D. {Aside.] (And do such deeds spring up from 
Love alone ?) 

Gut. But here occurs the question, does the Lady 
Love him again ? I say. How else can she ? 

Can she forget how he stood singly forth 
In her defence, dared outrage all of us, 

Insult yourself — for what save love’s reward ? 

The D. (And is Love then the sole reward of Lo\ e ?) 
Gut. But, love him as she may and must . . you 
ask 

Iilcans she to wed him ? “ Yes,” both natures answer ! 
Both, in their pride, point out the sole result — 

Nought Ir ss would he accept nor she propose ! 

For each conjuncture was she great enough — 

— "Will be, for this ! 
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doutaless. I 

yy„- /j). —wiial, fir, aiul v.hcri..or . 

iiol sure ^ 

Thai all is any olher than \ou say . 

You Uikc lhi> Valence, hold l«in c o c ^ ^ 

Him .-ith his action., can 1 choose but 10 

1 am not sure, love iTulier shows )t - 

Than itr this man, you hate and w 

Yet with your worst abatement, sh 

Nor am 1— (thus made look withm m)s 

Ere I had dared,)— now that the look 

Sure that 1 do not love him 1 ^ 7 

G=«'- 

JStri/i. And what, sirs, please >ou, > 
mean ? 

— Unless to prove with what alacrity 

You give your Lady’s secrets to the world 
— But how indebted, for discovering 
That quality, you make me, will be found ^ 

■When next a keeper for my own ’s to seek . 

Coiirlieis. Our Lady? ju. remain^'- 

Berth. . ■ . She assuredly rem. 

The D. Ah, Prince— and you too c.an be ge 
You could renounce your power, if this were so. 

And let me, as these argue, wed my love 
And keep my Duchy ? You perhaps excec 
Him, even, in disinterestedness 1 y. 

Both. How Lady, should all this .affect my V 
pose? 

Your will and choice are still as ever, free ! 

Say you have known a worthier than myself 
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In mind and heart, of happier form and face ; 

Others must have their birthright ! I have gifts, 

To balance theirs, not blot them out of sight ! 

-Against a hundred other qualities, 

I lay the prize I offer. I am nothing — 

Wed you the Empire ? 

The D. And my heart away ? 

Berth. When have I made pretension to your heart ? 
I give none. I shall keep your honour safe — 

With mine I trust you as the sculptor trusts 
Yon marble woman with the marble rose. 

Loose on her hand, she never will let fall, 

In graceful, slight, silent security. 

You will be proud of my world-wide career, 

And I content in you the fair and good. 

What were the use of planting a few seeds 
The thankless climate never would mature — 
Affections all repelled by circumstance ? 

Enough ; to these no credit I attach, — 

To what you own, find nothing to object. 

Write simply on my Requisition’s face 
What shall content my friends — that you admit. 

As Colombo of Ravestein, the claims therein, 

Or never need admit them, as my wife — 

And either way, all ’s ended. 

The B. Let all end ! 

Berth. The Requisition ! 

Courtiers. — Valence holds, of course ! 

Berth. Desire his presence ! \JLxit Anoi.r. 

Courtiers. ITo each other.'} Out it all comes yet 1 
He’ll h.ave his word against the bargain still ! 

He ’s not the man to tamely acquiesce ! 
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One iw.'Vtonale npp.-nl— up'->«aulinS 
Might turn the tide ap> 

t '/ . it.; oid 

Berth. {To Mr.i.cumK-l I'*"-’ 

success, ms friend ! spoVesnw" 

Me!. You’ve liad your way . - hefor , 
comes, , , 

Let me, but tiiis once, work a j 

And ever more be dumb ! T he ^"P'[ , 

To better puqrosc I have read my oo •■ ■ 


Rjtter Y.M.r.KCi:. 


Mel. {To the Courtiers.] Apart, my -ou '. 

{To VALitNCi;.] Sir,_ one word witn ) 

I am a poor dependent of the Prince’s— 

Pitched on to speak, as of slight consequence . 

You are no higher, 1 find — in other wor s. 


\Ve two, as probably the wisest here, 

Need not hold diplomatic talk like fools . 

So, I shall speak, divesting the plain fact 
Of all their tortuous phrases, fit for them 
Do you reply so, and what trouble ’s saved ! 

The Prince, then — an embroiled strange ca 


news 

This moment reaches him — if true or false. 

All dignity forbids he should enquire 
In person, or by worthier deputy ; 

Yet somehow must enquire, lest slander come ; 
And so ’tis 1 am pitched on. You have heard 
His offer to your Lady ? 

Val. 


Yes ! 
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Md. Conceive 

Her joy thereat ? — 

Val. I cannot ! 

Md. No one can ! 

All draws to a conclusion, therefore. 

Val. \Aside.~\ So ! 

No after-judgment — no first thought revised — 

Her first and last decision ! — me, she leaves— 

Takes him — a simple heart is flung aside. 

The ermine o’er a heartless breast embraced ! 

Oh Heaven, this mockery has been played too oft ! 
Once, to surprise the angels — twice, that fiends 
Might record, hug themselves they chose not so — 
Thrice, many thousand times, to teach the world 
Allmen should pause, misdoubttheirstrength, since men 
Could have the chance yet fail so signally, 

— But ever — ever — this farewell to heaven, 

Welcome to earth — this taking death for life — 

This spuming love and kneeling to the world — 

Oh Heaven, it is too often and too old ! 

Md. Well, on this point — what but an absurd 
rumour 

Anses — these, its source — its subject, you ! 

Your faith and loyalty misconstruing, 

The lady’s hand your service claims, they say ! 

Of course, nor Prince nor Lady can respond — 

Yet something must be said — for, were it true 
You made such claim, the Prince would . . - 

Val. Well, sir, would ? 

Md. Not only probably withdraw his suit, 

But, very like, the lady might be forced 
Accept your own. — Oh, there are reasons why, 
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But joa'l! cxcu-c nt present ^ 

I ihiitk so. Wlwt ^vo n.inl is >onr o ^ 

For, or agaumt-licr good, or your.s . jj 

Val. [.-/r/*.! Ik- it her good if st> ^,oo5ca3 

lAjUraMl For rih.-.. am 1 but hers, to ct 

Wlio knoMS hov.- far, beside, tlie '=Sbt ^om he 
May rc-ach, and d.cH rviUi, what she up 

Md. [7i> Mr l’nncc.j "f’’ '_uVints)OU, 

Berth, yio VALtsct-l Myfnend acq • 

The noise runs - ,,„,ite are yo'-'’ 

Val. . - Prince, liowfotiunateai 

Wedding her as you will, in spite of it, ^ 

To show belief in love ! Let her but o'^-^ 

All else you disregard 1 What else can e . 

You know how love is incompatible 
With falsehood— purifies, assimilates 
All other passions to itself. 

Mel. ■ 

But softly ! Where in the object we select. 

Such love is, perchance, wanting ? . , 

Val. Then, indeeo. 

What is it you can take? ,, , 

Mel. Nay— ask the world . 

Youth, beauty, virtue, an illustrious name, 

An influence o’er the world ! 

Val. When man perceives 

— ^Ah, I can only speak as for myself 1 
The D. Speak for yourself 1 
Val. May I ?— no, I have spo 

And time ’s gone by ! — Had I seen such an one 
As 1 loved her — weighing thoroughly that word-" 
74 
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So should my task be to evolve her love — 

If for myself — ! if for another — well ! 

JBcrth. Heroic truly 1 And your sole reward, 

The secret pride in yielding up your own ? 

Val. Who thoughtupon rew ard ? And yet how much 
Comes after — Oh what amplest recompense ! 

Is the know ledge of hei, nought ? the memorj', nought? 

^Lady, should such an one have looked on you, 

Ne’er w’rong yourself so far as quote the world. 

And say, love can go unrequited here ! 

You will have blessed him to his whole life’s end 
Low passions hindered, baser cares kept back. 

All goodness cherished where you dwelt and dwell. 
Whatw'ould he have ? He has you — you, the form. 
And you, the mind, where self-love made such room 
For love of you, he would not serve you now 
The vulgar way, — repulse your enemies, 

Win you new realms, or best, in saving you 
Die blissfully — that ’s past so long ago ! 

He wishes you no need, thought, care of him 
Your good, by any means, himself unseen, 

Aw’ay, forgotten, — he gives that life’s tiisk up. 

As it w’ere . . . but this charge which I return 

{Offers the Requisition, which she takes. 

Wishing your good ! 

The T>. {Having subscribed rV.] And opportunely , 
sir — 

Since at a birthday’s close, like this of mine. 

Good wishes gentle deeds reciprocate. 

Most on a wedding day, as mine is too. 

Should gifts go fonvard : yours comes first by right. 
Ask of me ! 
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Bcrlh. He ^hnl! l>:tvc he .i^hs 

]ror his sake :u,a for yours. 

Val. i.-fi/./f.] neshsps. 

'I'he withered bunch of flowers i.hc v.e > 

One l-tsl touch of . . ■ . , a^;- ti 

[.///rr o /-7r.'rr, i-moihr.^ /■« P^P 

Prince. , 

Redress the w rongs’ of Cleves . 

Bath. I will, sir ! 1 

The D. [^r VAu:scr.//<Ar/wA rett -J 
out your duly, first ! 

You bore tliis paper : I have registerc ^ 

My answer to it : read it and have naii 

— 1 take him— give tip Juiiers and tire world 
This is my Birthday. , 

MB. Bcrlhold, my ^joohs. 

Of the world she gives up, one friend wortn ^ 

Sole man I think it pays the pains to watch, , 

Speak, for I know you through your Popes an ^ 
Berth. {After a pausei\ Lady, well rewar e 
as well dcseiA'ed ! 

1 could not imitate — I hardly envy — 

I do admire you ! All is for the best ! 

Too costly a flower were you, I see it now. 

To pluck and put upon my barren helm 
To wither — any garish plume will do ! 

I’U not insult you and refuse your rule — 

You can so well afford to yield it me. 

And I were left, without it, sadly off ! 

it is — for me — ^if that will flatter you, 

A somewhat wearier life seems to remain 
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Than I thought possible where . . . ’faith, their life 
Begins already — they’re too occupied 
To listen — and few words content me best ! 

{Abruptly to the Courtiers.] I am your Duke, though! 
^^Tio obey me here ? 

The D. Adolf and Sabyne follow us — 

Gilt. {Starting from the (Zo\ixi\c.rz?\ — And I? 

Do I not follow them, if I mayn’t you ? 

Shall not I get some little duties up 
At Ravestein and emulate the rest ? 

God save you, Gaucelme I ’Tis my Birthda}', too I 
Merth. You happy handful that remain with me 
. . . That is, with Dietrich the black Bamabite 
I shall leave over you — will earn your wages. 

Or Dietrich has forgot to ply his trade ' 

Meantime, — go copy me the precedents 
Of ever)' installation, proper styles, 

And pedigrees of all your Juliers’ Dukes — 

While I prepare to go on my old way. 

And somewhat wearily, I must confess I 

The T). [ tVith a light joyous laugh as she turns from 
themi\ Come, Valence, to our friends — God’s 
earth . . . 

Val {As she falls into his aims.^ — And thee ! 

[ Curtain falls. 
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Dramatic Romances and Lyrics. 

“HOW THEY BROUGHT THE GOOD 
NEWS FROM GHENT TO AIX.” 

(16-.) 


I SPRANG to the stirrup, and Jons, and He ; 

1 galloped, Dirck galloped, we galloped all Three ; 
“Good speed!” cried the watch, as the gate-bolts 
undrew j 

“ Speed ! ” echoed the wall to us galloping through ; 
Behind shut the postern, the lights sank to rest, 

And into the midnight we galloped abreast. 


II. 

Not a word to each other ; we kept the great pace 
Neck by neck, stride for stride, never changing our 
place ; 

1 turned in my saddle and made its girths tight. 

Then shortened each stirrup, .and set the pique right. 
Rebuckled the cheek-strap, chained slacker the bit. 
Nor galloped less steadily Roland a whit. 

HI. 

’Twas moonset at starting ; but while w'e drew near 
Lokeren, the cocks crew and twilight dawned clear ; 
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A, Boon, a .rent jcllow .tnr •. 

At Duffcld, 'IN-S.S moniinK as plam 


At DufTcld, 'iNsns inonunK as the 

And from Mcchdn churcb-btccplc 


., -.h «Yut there is tUi-^ 

So Joris brol.o silence rvjvb. 


, t” 


IV. 


At --Verscbol, up leaped of a ^ one, 

And against bbn tbc cattle stood black o ) 

To sure tbro- tbc mist at ns f °I>'f fS, 

And 1 s.aw my stout gallopur Rolan 

With resolute sboulders, each ‘ ‘ '^y. 

The haze as some bluff river headland its sp 


V, 


And his low bead and crest, just one sln.rp 

back . , _ jjis traok ; 

For my voice, and the other pricked ou 
And one eye’s black intelligence, c\ ^j^^ncel 
O’er its white edge at me, his own masic , > 

And the thick hcary spume-flakes sriuch O ^ 

His fierce lips shook upwards in gallopi g 


■‘Stay 


By Hasselt, Dirck groaned ; and cried Jons, 

“Your Roos galloped bravely, the fault s quick 

“We’ll remember at Aix”~for one heard 


svheeze (...irTucrinS 

Of her chest, saw the stretched neck an » 
knees, 

And sunk tail, and horrible heave of the 
As down on her haunches she shuddered and sa 
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VU. 

So left were wc galloping, Joris and I, 

Past Looz and past Tongres, no cloud in the sky , 

The broad sun above laughed a pitiless laugh, 

'Neath our feet broke the brittle bright stubble like 
chaff ; 

Till over by Dalhem a dome-spire sprang white, 

And “ Gallop,” gasped Joris, “ for Ai\ is in sight! ” 

VIII. 

“ How they’ll greet us ” — and all in a moment his roan 
Rolled neck and croup over, lay dead as a stone ; 

And there was my Roland to bear the whole weight 
Of the news which alone could save Aix from her fate, 
With his nostrils like pits full of blood to the brim, 
And with circles of red for his eye-sockets’ rim. 


IX. 

Then I cast loose my buffcoat, each holster let fall. 
Shook off both my jack-boots, let go belt and all. 
Stood up in the stirrup, leaned, patted his ear. 

Called my Roland his pet-name, my horse without peer ; 
Clapped my hands, laughed and sang, any noise, bad 
or good, 

Till at length into Aix Roland galloped and stood. 

X. 

And all I remember is, friends flocking round 

As I sate with his head ’twixt my knees on the ground. 

And no voice but was praising this Roland of mine. 

As I poured down his throat our last measure of wine 
Which (the burgesses voted by common consent) 

Was no more than his due who brought good nei\s 
from Ghent. 
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FlCl'Olt IGNOlUS. 


ri.onr>-cv:, 15— • 

• til'll vouiVi s 

1 COUI.T. have painted pictures ^ bs 


Vo praise so. How my soul ‘ it soo*cs! 

Stayedme-ah, thought which saddo 
Never did fate forbid me, star b> 

To outburst on your night J have shnink 

Of fires from God: would thi. ^ 

Trom seconding that soul, with e> P ^ jgr.sunk 
And wide to Heaven, or. straight like ihun 
To the centre of an instant, or aroun 

Sent calmly and inquisitive to , 

The license and the limit, space an 

Allowed to Truth made visible in • 

And. like that youth ye pmisc so, all 1 -a . 

Over the canvas could my hand a 
Each face obedient to its passion’s law, . 

Each passion clear proclaimed withou . 

Whether Hope rose at once in all the bloo , 
A-tiptoe for the blessing of embrace. 

Or Rapture drooped the eyes as when er 

Pull down the nesting dove’s heart to its p > 
Or Confidence lit swift the forehead up, 

And locked the mouth fast, like a cast e 
Men, women, children, hath it spilt, my ^^P 
What did ye give me that I have not save 
Nor will 1 say 1 have not dreamed (how w*ell .) 

Of going — 1, in each new picture, — forth, 
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And making new hearts beat and bosoms swell, 

As still to Pope and Kaiser, South and North, 
Bound for the calmly satisfied great State, 

Or glad aspiring little burgh, it went. 

Flowers cast upon the car which bore the freight 
Through old streets named afresh from its event, 
—Of reaching thus my home, where Age should greet 
My face, and Youth, the star as yet distinct 
Above his hair, lie learning at my feet. 

Oh. thus to live, I and my pictures, linked 
With love about, and praise, till life should end. 

And then not go to Heaven but linger here. 

Here on my earth, its every man my friend, 

Oh, that grows frightful, ’tis so wildly dear 1 
But a voice changed it ' Glimpses of such sights 
Have scared me, like the revels thro’ a door 
Of some strange House of Idols at its rites ; 

This world seemed not the world it was before 1 
Mixed with my loving ones there trooped ^for what ? 

Who summoned those cold faces which begun 
To press on me and judge me ? As asquat 
And shrinking from the soldiery a nun, 

They drew me forth, and spite of me . . enough ! 

These buy and sell our pictures, take and give. 
Count them for garniture and household-stuff. 

And where they live needs must our pictures live. 
And see their faces, listen to their prate. 

Partakers of their daily pettiness. 

Discussed of, — “ This I love or this I hate, 

“ This likes me more and this affects me less ! 
Wherefore I chose my portion. If at whiles 
My heart sinks as monotonous I paint 
8S 



Bells anti Pomegranates. 

Tlu-.c- cndk^s cloi.lcr. nd S.iW. 

With the »n-.c <tr.c-., ^ 1 . j_ 

With the wme cokl, cairn, ; 

At least no merchant traffic ’ 

The sanctuary's gloom at * I'. ^5 ^.t^nd aiod’- 

N'ain tongue, front ^^h«e my 
Only prayer breaks the gntokc. 

While, blackening in the •- ' ,„e, 

They moulder on the damp 

■Mid echocb the light footstep nme ^ 

So die, my pictures ; surely, j'^'p^iise its 

Oh jouih men praise so, hold , 

(. i.t., i ,...,-.5 the truini) its gomei j 


Blow 

1 


)h joulh men praise so, no.- . 

iwn harshly, keeps the trump i • K of earth? 

I'aste-s sweet the water with such si^tcks 


ITABY in ENGLiVNU- 

That second time they hunted me 
From hill to plain, from shore to sea, 

And Austria, hounding far and "i c 

Her blood-hounds thro’ the country-siac, 

Breathed hot and instant on my trace, 

I made sis days a hiding-place 
Of that dry green old aqueduct inckcd 

Where I and Charles, when boys, have p 
The fire-flies from the roof above, 

Bright creeping thro" the moss they lo' c- ^ 
— Hoiv long it seems since Charles m as os 
Sis days the soldiers crossed and crossed 
The country in my very sight ; 

And when that peril ceased at night, 
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The sky broke out in red dismay 
With signal fires ; tcU, there I lay 
Close covered o’er in my recess, 

Up to the neck in ferns and cress, 

Thinking on Metternich our friend. 

And Charles’s miserable end. 

And much beside, two days ; the third. 
Hunger o’ercame me when I heard 
The peasants from the village go 
To work among the maize ; you know. 

With us, in Lombardy, they bring 
Provisions packed on mules, a string 
With little bells that cheer their task, . 

And casks, and boughs on every cask 
To keep the sun’s heat from the wine ; 
These I let pass in jingling line. 

And, close on them, dear noisy crew. 

The peasants from the village, too ; 

For at the very rear would troop 
Their wives and sisters in a group 
To help, I knew ; when these had passed, 

I threw my glove to strike the last. 

Taking the chance : she did not start. 
Much less cry out, but stooped apart 
One instant, rapidly glanced round. 

And saw me beckon from the ground . 

A wild bush grows and hides my crypt ; 
She picked my glove up while she stripped 
A branch off, then rejoined the rest 
With that ; my glove lay in her breast ; 
Then I drew breath : they disappeared : 

It was for Italy I feared. 

S7 



and 

An 

iA.‘',t t!y '■■hcu' my ^ nc 

Mi.uiftl'.n- rsm-i nutny *•’■'-•• 
fU-^tcd Uii- Imp* «>r It.it> . 

1 {, ul <1. u-c <i r r.rtnm u ^ ,,,\ - 

Wlufli, v.h -n i«-3‘= 

i-.ntna..«I>-..t^-mtofitstn5i!i: 

'Clu > hiding’ w.ts a frcat of - ' 

I in'-anl to yivf li’ •- 

Ami no tt inptation so 1>- ^ ^ 

nut vdiLii 1 va\\ that v^onian< ■'i '• 

Its crdm simplicit) of pmcf, 

( )ur 1 ml; -.s o'A » attitude 
In sshich “ilif ssalkcd dm'' ' 

1‘I.vnling each naked foot hO firm, 

'I'o cnish the snake and si>are t 
At first bight of her e}eS ^ 

“ I am that person on who'c hea 
"They fiv the price because I hate 
" Tlie Austrians over us ; the State 
"Will give you gold— oh, gold i>o muc , 

" If you betray me to their clutcli ! 

“ And ho your death, for aught I knot', 

“If once they find you saved their foe- 
“Now, you must bring me food and dnn ’ 
“ And also paper, pen, and ink, 

‘ And carry' safe what 1 shall write 
^ 1 o I’adua, which you’ll reach at night 
Before the Duomo shuts; go in, 

•• till Tcncbrm begin ; 

„ _ the Third Confessional, 

Jtetween the pillar and the wall, 
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“ And kneeling whisper lolience coitus peace 1 
“ Say it a second time •, then cease ; 

“ And if the voice inside returns, 

'''From Christ and Freedom ; luhat concerns 
" The cause of Feace? — for answer, slip 
“ My letter where you placed your lip ; 
“Then come back happy we have done 
" Our mother service — I, the son, 

" As you the daughter of our land ! ” 

Three mornings more, she took her stand 
In the same place, with the same eyes : 

I was no surer of sun-rise 
Than of her coming : we conferred 
Of her own prospects, and I heard 
She had a lover — stout and tall. 

She said — then let her eyelids fall, 

" He could do much ” — as if some doubt 
Entered her heart, — then, passing out, 

“ She could not speak for others — who 
" Had other thoughts ; herself she knew : ” 
And so she brought me drink and food. 
After four days the scouts pursued 
Another path : at last arrived 
The help my Paduan friends contrived 
To furnish me : she brought the news ; 

For the first time I could not choose 
But kiss her hand and lay my own 
Upon her head — " This faith was shown 
“To Italy, our mother] — she 
“ Uses my hand and blesses thee ! ” 

' She followed down to the sea-shore ; 

So 
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1 k-ft nntl never sii'v her niort. 

How vcr>- long fincc 1 ^.^ugM 

Concerning— much less wi'"' - 

BcMdc the good of Imly , 

irorrvhichIlivc:rndmc<m_tod>u. 

In love I never ^ convince 

Charles proved false, nothi ,, ^ 

My inmost heart I had a fnend , 

Hov.-ever, if I pleased to 

Real wishes on "'>’^'^’^''^■'‘^.,, 1,1 be : 

I know at least what one shouU 
1 would grasp Mettcrnich until 
I felt his red wet throat disli 
In blood thro’ these two 
—Nor much for that am 1 
Charles, perjured traitor, for his P- 
Should die slow of a broken heart 
Under his new employers— last 
-Ah, there, what should one wish? 

Do 1 grow old and out of strengl , 

If I resolved to seek at length 
My father’s house again, how scared ^ 
They all would look, and unprepared - 
My brothers live in Austria’s pay 
—Disowned me long ago, men say ; 

And all my early mates who used 
To praise me so — perhaps induced 
More than one early step of mine 
Are turning wise j while part opme 
“ Freedom grows License,” part suspect 
“ Haste breeds Delay,” and recollect 
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They always said such premature 
Beginnings never could endure : 

So, vnth a sullen “ All ’s for best,” 

The land seems settling to its rest. 

I think, then, I should wish to stand 
This evening in that dear, lost land. 

Over the sea the thousand miles, 

And know if yet that woman smiles 
With the calm smile — some little farm 
She lives in there, no doubt — what harm 
If I sate on the door-side bench. 

And, while her spindle made a trench 
Fantastically in the dust. 

Inquired of all her fortunes — ^just 
Her children’s ages and their names. 

And what may be the husband’s aims 
For each of them — I’d talk this out, 

. And sit there, for an hour about, 

Then kiss her hand once more, and lay 
Mine on her head, and go my way. 

So much for idle wishing — how 
■ It steals the time ! To business now ! 
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EKGLANH in ITAU- 

(I’lAKO I >1 SORKI'^rO.) 

FoRTti, Vonh, my loved one. 

Now, open your c>es 
1^1 me keep you .'imuscd nil kc 
In bl.nck from the skies, 

With telling my memorie.s over 
As you tell your beads ; 

All the Plain saw me gather, 1 a 
—IHowcrs prove they, or wee s. 

'Twas time, for your long hot dry Autu 

Had net-worked with brown ^^„nches, 

The white skin of each grape on 

M.arked like a quail’s crown, of. 

Those creatures you make such ac 
Whose heads, — specked with white 
Over brown like a great spider’s back, 

As I told you last night, — 

Your mother bites off for her supper ; 

Red-ripe as could be. 

Pomegranates were chapping and sp d m 
In halves on the tree ; 

And ’twixt the loose walls of great flintston , 
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Or in the thick dust 

On the path, or straight out of the rock side, 
Wherever could thrust 

Some starved sprig of bold hardy rock flower 
Its yellow face up, 

For the prize were great butterflies fighting. 

Some five for one cup : 

So I guessed, ere I got up this morning. 

What change was in store, 

By the quick rustle-down of the quail-nets 
^Wiich woke me before 
I could open my shutter, made fast 
With a bough and a stone, 

And look thro’ the twisted dead vine-twigs, 

Sole lattice that ’s known ; 

Sharp rang the rings down the bird-poles 
While, busy beneath. 

Your priest and his brother were working. 

The rain in their teeth. 

And out upon all the flat house-roofs 
Where split figs lay drying, 

The girls took the frails under cover ; 

Nor use seemed in trying 
To get out the boats and go fishing, 

For under the cliff 

Fierce the black water frothed o’er the blind-rock 
No seeing our skiff 
Arrive about noon from Amalfi, 

— Our fisher arrive. 

And pitch down his basket before us, 

All trembling alive 

With pink and grey jellies, your sea-fruit, 
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pomcgran:itcs. 


Use iijtnr.ner 

Assd moutb^saI>' there, 

Of hor!s<. and of humps 
yVisirh ossly the f ‘ 

WhiU- round bins 
Ciing .'.creansusg the children ,* 

And brouts a<i hts shnmp^._ 

Himself loo as bate to Use mi 
—Vou see round his ncch 
The nirinp; and its brass com s -Pt 
That saves him from v-rec '• ^ 

But to-day not a boat reached - 

So back to a man vincptib 

Came our friends, sviUs "'bosc he ! 

Grapc-barvcsl began s , ^ , „;dc 

In the s-at half-way up 5n our house-side 
Like blood the juice spins .^g 

While your brother all bare-legge 
Till breathless he grins 
Dead-beaten, in elTort on effort 
To keep the grapes under, 

For still when he seems all but master 
In pours the fresh plunder _ ^ 

From girls who keep coming and gom^ 

With basket on shoulder, _ _ 

And eyes shut against the rain’s dritingi 
Your girls that are older, — 

For under the hedges of aloe. 

And where, on its bed . 

Of the orchard’s black mould, the love-app o 
Lies pulpy and red. 

All the young ones are kneeling and filling 
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Their laps with the snails 
Tempted out by the first rainy weather, — 

Your best of regales, 

As to-night will be proved to my sorrow, 

When, supping in state. 

We shall feast our grape-gleaners — two dozen, 
Three over one plate, — 

Maccaroni so tempting to swallow 
In slippery strings. 

And gourds fried in great purple slices. 

That colour of kings, — 

Meantime, see the grape-bunch they’ve brought you. 
The rain-water slips 

O’er the heavy blue bloom on each globe 
Which the wasp to your lips 
Still follows with fretful persistence — 

Nay, taste while awake. 

This half of a curd-white smooth cheese-ball. 

That peels, flake by flake. 

Like an onion’s, each smoother and whiter 
Next sip this weak wine 

From the thin green glass flask, wth its stopper, 

A leaf of the vine, — 

And end witli the prickly-pear’s red flesh 
That leaves thro’ its juice 
The stony black seeds on your pearl-teeth 
. . . Scirocco is loose ! 

Hark ! the quick pelt of the olives 
Which, thick in one’s track. 

Tempt the stranger to pick up and bite them 
Tho’ not yet half black ! 

And how their old twisted trunks shudder ! 


95 



Bells and Pomegranates. 


'i'hc nictll.'irs k-t Wt fig-UCt* 

Their Irard bnttle grcsi ^ 

Snap off, figs and aU, terai>cst '• 

For here comes the whole of .he tcmi 

Ko refuge but creep 
And listen or sleep. 


O how will your country show ncM •"ceh, 

When all the «nc-boughs pasture 

Have been stripped of ihcrfohagc top 

The mules and the cows . 

Last eve 1 rode over the mountains 
Your brother, my guide, 

Soon left me to feuast on Uie myrt e 

That offered, each side, ,,,-.;ous. 

Their fruit-balls, black, glossy an 
Or strip from the sorbs 
A treasure, so rosy and wondrous, 

Of hairy’ gold orbs ! , 

But my mule picked his sure, sober p. 

Just stopping to neigh 
When he recognised down in the valley 
His mates on their way 
With the faggots, and barrels of water; 

And soon we emerged 
From the plain where the woods could s 
And still as we urged 

Our way, the woods wondered, and left us, 

As up still we trudged 

Though the wild path grew wilder each instan , 
And place was e’en grudged 
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’Mid the rock-chasms, and piles of loose stones 
Like the loose broken teeth 
Of some monster, which climbed there to die 
From the ocean beneath — 

Place was grudged to the silver-gray fume-weed 
That clung to the path. 

And dark rosemarj', ever a-dying, 

Which, ’spite the wind’s wrath, 

So loves the salt rock’s face to seaward, — 

And lentisks as staunch 
To the stone where they root and bear berries, 
And — what shows a branch 
Coral-coloured, transparent, with circlets 
Of pale seagreen leaves — 

Over all trod my mule with the caution 
Of gleaners o’er sheaves : 

Foot after foot like a lady — 

So, round after round. 

He climbed to the top of Calvano, 

And God’s own profound 
Was above me, and round me the mountains. 
And under, the sea, 

And with me, my heart to bear witness 
What was and shall be ! 

Oh heaven, and the terrible crystal ! 

No rampart excludes 
The eye from the life to be lived 
In the blue solitudes ! 

Oh, those mountains, their infinite movement ! 

Still mowng wth you — 
h or ever some new head and breast of them 
Thrusts into view 


ii. 
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To oli-cn o n«! inmidcT— you " 

If quickly you wm ^tm,rise tkem— 

A,.d,W<.ro.l,ey.s°,» T. , s»n» 

They prudge you si'ould Itaro 

llo^vtL soil plains they look on, 

And love, they pretend, crouches, 

-Cower beneath them-thc flat sea p 
The wild fruit-trce.s bend. 

E’en ibemyrtle-leavos curl, shrink ana 

All is silent and grave- 

'Tis a sensual and timorous beauty 

How fair, but a slave I ciumbcrcd 

So 1 turned to the sea, and i 

As greenly as ever rniii • 

Tliosc isles of the syren, your Gain , 

No ages can sever _ 

The Three— nor enable their sister 
To join them, — halfway 
On the voyage, she looked at U ysse 
No farther to-day, 

Tho’ the small one, just launched in the 
Watches breast-high and steady 
From under the rock, her bold sister 
Swum half-way already. 

O when shall we sail there together 
And see from the sides 
Quite new rocks show their faces new laun 
^Vhere the syren abides ? 

Oh, to sail round and round them, elose over 
The rocks, tho’ unseen. 

That ruffle the grey glassy water 
To glorious green, — 
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f ‘ ' 

Then scramble from splinter to splinter, 

Reach land and explore 
On the largest, the strange square black turret 
With never a door — 

Just a loop that admits the quick lizards ; 

— To stand there and hear 
The birds’ quiet singing, that tells us 
^^Tlat life is, so clear ; 

The secret they sang to Ulysses, 

When ages ago 

He heard and he knew this life’s secret 
I hear and I know ! 

Ah see ! O’er Calvano the sun breaks : 

He strikes the great gloom 
And flutters it over his summit 
In airy gold fume ! 

All is over. Look out, see the gypsy, 

Our tinker and smith. 

Has arrived, set up bellows and forge, 

And down-squatted forthwith 
To his hammering under the wall there ; 

One eye keeps aloof 
The urchins that itch to be putting 
His jews’-harps to proof, 

While the other thro’ locks of curled wire 
Is watching how sleek 

Shines the hog, come to share in the windfalls 
— An abbot’s own cheek ! 

All is over ! wake up and come out now. 

And down let us go. 

And see all the fine things set in order 
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Al t'hurcl! ftir tij'- - 

Of the 

Tomorwv■’?th<'1VJ^t 

Ofth.-Ku..:y>.vhsb. l.ynonu-.ns 

Of th*.- ItNi''!— _ _~..rse 

An v.c 1! heci! in the ofT-hntia d*' - “ 
^\'h!ch (.-ill n-'Unr, no r.rs) 

The Dominion broth<‘r Jhc'*i « 

Was rcltiiig by hrtrl. 

Not a post nor a ptlla>' but oi.'cnt. 

With rctl and blur l>aper^ : 

All the loof waves with riblroiw, <- 
A-bla/e v.ith long tapers ; 

Ihit the great masterpiece is the ? - • 
Rigged glorious to hold 
All the fiddlers and fifcrs and dnimme - 


And Inunpetcrs bold, 

Not afraid of Bellini nor Auber, 

Wlio, when the priest ’s hoarse. 

Will strike us up something that s bns 
For the feast’s second course. 

And then will the flaxen-wigged Image 
Be carried in pomp 

Thro’ the plain, while in gallant procession 
The priests mean to stomp. 

And all round the glad church stand old bott cs 
Wth gunpowder stopped, 

B hich \\-ill be, when the Image re-enters, 
Religiously popped. 

And at night from the crest of Calvano 
Great bonfires will hang, 
n the plain will the trumpets join chorus, 
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And more poppers bang ! 

At all events, come — to the garden, 

As far as the wall. 

See me tap with a hoe on the plaster 
Till out there shall fall 
A scorpion with wide angry nippers ! 

. . . “ Such trifles ” you say ? 

Fortii, in my England at home. 

Men meet gravely to-day 
And debate, if abolishing Corn-laws 
Be righteous and wise 
— If ’tis proper Scirocco should vanish 
In black from the skies ! 


THE LOST LEADER. 

I. 

Just for a handful of silver he left us. 

Just for a ribband to stick in his coat — 

Got the one gift of which fortune bereft us. 

Lost all the others she lets us devote ; 

They, with the gold to give, doled him out silver. 

So much was their’s who so little allowed : 

How all our copper had gone for his sen'ice ! 

Rags — were they purple his heart had been proud ! 
We that had loved him so, followed him, honoured 
him. 

Lived in his mild and magnificent eye, 

Learned his great language, caught his clear accents, 
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hi,,, 

Sh3Ucfip,,2,c tt-a. of Millo" , ,v,nci, f'i’'''’ 
Burns, SlicUoy, were with tiS 

their graves ! freemen, 

lie .alone Breaks from the van ant 

He alone sinks to the rear. incl the slmc 

We sliall march prospering,— not thro to P 

Songs may excite us,— not ^ . quiescence, 

Deeds will be done.-wlule bade aspire: 

Still bidding crouch whom the r 
Blot out his name, then.-record one lost so 
One task unaccepted, one footpa „el 5 

One more devils'-triumph .and ° God ! 

One wrong more to man, one more j 

Life’s night begins : let him never com • 

There would be doubt, hesitation an P- ’ 

Forced praise on our part— the glimmer o = 
Never glad confident morning again . j^p^ntly. 

Best fight on well, for we Uaught him,— com b‘ 

Strike our face hard ere we sh.atter ' g 

Then let him get the new knowledge an "* 
P.ardoned in Heaven, the first by the thron 
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THE LOST MISTRESS. 


I. 

All ’s over, then — does truth sound bitter 
As one at first believes ? 

Hark, ’tis the sparrows’ good-night twitter 
About your cottage eaves. 

II . 

And the leaf-buds on the vine arc woolly, 

I noticed that to-day ; 

One day more bursts them open fully 
— You know the red turns gray. 

in. 

To-morrow \\ c meet the same then, dearest ? 
May I take your hand in mine ? 

Mere friends are we, — well, friends the merest 
Keep much that I’ll resign : 

IV. 

For tho’ no glance of the eyes so black 
But I keep with heart’s endeavour. 

If j'ou only ^^ish the snowdrops back 
That shall stay in my soul for ever ! 


V. 

— Yet I will but say what mere friends say. 
Or only a thought stronger ; 

1 will hold your hand but so long ns all may. 
Or so very little longer ! 
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home-thoughts, 


from ABROAD- 


On, to be in England 
Now that April’s there, 

And who wakes in l-..ngland 

Secs, some morning. sheaf 

That the lowest boughs and the or 
Round the clm-trce bole .are jj^ugh 

While the chaftinch sings on th 

In England— now 1 

And .after April, when May fo^^ 

And the whitethroat builds, .and .al 
h 1 , «!.«. m, b.osso.nod pob-M, . «» « 
Leans to the field and scatters on the elo^ 
Blossoms and dewdrops .at the e -p 
That’s the wise thrush; he sings each song 

Lest you Should think he never could recapture 
The first fine careless rapture ! 

And though the fields arc rough with hoa^ d 
All will be gay when noontide wakes anev, 

The buttercups, the little children’s dower, ^ 
—Far brighter than this g.audy melon-flower . 


11 . 

Here’s to Nelson’s memory ! 

’Tis the second time that I, at sea, 
Right off Cape Trafalgar here. 

Have drunk it deep in British beer ; 
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Nelson for ever — any time 

Am I his to command in prose or rhyme ! 

Give me of Nelson only a touch, 

And I guard it, be it little or much ; 

Here ’s one the Captain gives, and so 

Dovn at the word, by George, shall it go ' 

He says that at Grecnmch they show the beholder 

Nelson’s coat, “still with tar on the shoulder, 

‘For he used to lean with one shoulder digging, 
J'Bg>ng, as It were, and zig-zag-zigging. 

Up against the mizen rigging ' ” 

III. 

Nobly Cape Samt Vincent to the north-west died 
auay ; 

Sunset ran, one glorious blood-red, reeking into Cadiz 
Bay ; 

Bluish mid the burning water, full in face Trafalgar 
lay; 

In the dimmest north-east distance, dawned Gibraltar 
grand and gray ; 

Here and here did England help me, — how can I 
help England?” — say, 

Whoso turns as I, this evening, turn to God to praise 
and pra), 

i under uhere Jove’s planet rises silent oicr Africa. 
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the tomb at ST. 

(RoMK, 

VANn"V', tl»c preacher, -„g bach? 

Drav.- round my bed ; is nse ^ ^ „ol . 

Nephews— sons mine . • • • 

* nrsA 1 aiii liiisl^op Sit^CCj 

Dead long ago, and 1 am u / 

And as she died so must wc di ^ 

And thence ye may pcrccit 
Life, how and what is it? 

In this state-chamber, dying > ^ ^ 

Hours and 'ong 'V'’ p^ce, peace seems ail: 

-Old Gandolf cozened me, ^ South 

Shrewd was that snatch same'- 

He graced his carrion with, God * e 

Yet still my niche is not so cramp d but then 
One secs the pulpit o’ the epistle-side 
And somewhat of the choir, those silent se.ais, 
And up into the aery dome where live 
The angels, and a sunbeam s sure to ur ' - 
And 1 shall fill my slab of basalt there, 
io6 
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And ’neath my tabernacle take my rest 
With those nine columns round me, two and two, 
The odd one at my feet where Anselm stands : 
Peach-blossom marble all, the rare, the ripe 
As fresh-poured red ine of a mighty pulse 
— Old Gandolf with his paltry onion-stone. 

Put me where I may look at him ' True peach, 
Rosy and flawless ; how I earned the prize ! 

Draw close : that conflagration of my church 
— ^^Vhat then? So much was saved if aught W( 
missed ! 

My sons, ye would not be my death ? Go dig 
The white grape vineyard where the oil-press stood, 
Drop water gently till the surface sinks, 

And if ye find . . Ah, God I know not, I ! . . . 
Bedded in store of rotten figlcaves soft, 

.'Vnd corded up in a tight olive-frail, 

.Some lump, ah God, of lapis lazuli. 

Big as a Jew’s head cut off at the nape, 

Blue as a vein o’er the Madonna’s breast 
Sons, all have I bequeathed you, villas, all, 
lhat brave Frascati villa with its bath. 

So let the blue lump poise between my knees, 
hike God the Father’s globe on both his hands 
Vc worship in the Jesu Church so gay, 
l‘or Gandolf shall not choose but see and burst ' 
Swift as a w easel’s shuttle fleet our j ears : 

Man goelh to the gras e, and where is he ? 

Did I say basalt for my slab, sons ? Black — 

1 was ever antique-black I meant ! How else 
Shall yo contrast my frie/e to come beneath ? 

Uie has relief in bronze }e promised me. 
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Those r.-vns nnd Njwphs ye «-ot of, and p-f* 

Some tripod, thyrsus, -with n M-'C ^ ' 

T!ie Saviour .nt his sermon on the mo , 
s;i Fraxed in a glor)’, and one 1 an 

K;ad>ao twitch 

And Moses svilh the tables . . - _ ^ 

Ye mark me not ! t\hatdothe^ ..f hone 

Child of my howeK Anselm ? - ’> > 

'Fo revel down my snllas while J 

Bricked o’er with beggars mould) tm « ^ , 

\Yhich Gandolf from his tomb-top ^ 

Nay, boys, ye love me-all of jasper 
•Tis jasper ye stand pledged to, les ^ ^ 

My bath must needs be left behm ^ ' 

One block, pure green as a pistacluo-nu ’ 

There ’s plenty jxsper somewhere m 
And have I not St. Praxed’s car to pray 
Hor-ses for ye, and brown Greek manusc ^ 

And mistresses with great smooth marb > 

—That ’s if ye carve my epitaph anght, 

Choice I>atin, picked phrase, Tully’s ever)- ' 

No gaudy ware like Gandolfs second^ me-- ^ 

Tully, my masters? Ulpian serves his rice 

And then how I shall lie through centuries, 

And hear the blessed mutter of the mass, 

And see God made and eaten all day long. 

And feel the steady candle-flame, and taste 
Good strong thick stupifjang incense-smoke 
For as I lie here, hours of the dead night. 

Dying in state and by such slow degrees, 

1 fold my anns as if they clasped a crook, 

And stretch ray feet forth straight as stone can pi 
loS 
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And let the bedclothes for a mortcloth drop 
Into great laps and folds of sculptor’s-work : 

And as j'on tapers dwindle, and strange thoughts 
Grow, with a certain humming in my ears. 

About the life before this life I lived. 

And this life too. Popes, Cardinals and Priests, 

St. Praxed at his sermon on the mount, 

Your tall pale mother with her talking eyes, 

And new-found agate urns as fresh as day. 

And marble’s language, Latin pure, discreet, 

^Aha, ELUCESCEiiAT quoth our friend ? 

^o Tully, said I, Ulpian'at the best • 

Evil and brief hath been my pilgrimage. 

All all, sons ! Else I give the Pope 
villas ; will ye ever eat my heart ? 

Ever your eyes were as a lizard’s quick. 

They glitter like your mother’s for my soul. 

Or ye would heighten my impoverished friere, 

I’iece out its starved design, and fill my vase 
Y ith grapes, and add a vizor and a Term, 

And to the tripod ye vould tie a lynx 
hat in his struggle throws the thyrsus down, 

0 comfort me on my entablature 
Whereon 1 am to lie till I must ask 
Do 1 live, am I dead?” There, leave me, there ' 
'Or ye have stabbed me with ingratitude 
Po death — je wish it — God, ye wish it ! Stone — 
Gritstone, a-crumble ! Clammy squares which sweat 
As if the coqise they keep were oozing through — 
At’d no more /a/is to delight the world ! 
go ! 1 bless )c. Fewer tapers there, 
ut in a row ; and, going, turn your backs 
109 
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„Ay. like de5«tting for 

Tbnl I uny .r.teh 

Old GondoU, nt me, from 1> 

A.rtill be envied me. vrfmrd.e"0 


no 
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GARDEN FANCIES. 

I.— THE FLOWER’S NAME. 

I. 

HcRn ’s the garden she walked across, 

Arm in my arm, such a short while since : 

Hark, now I push its wicket, the moss 
Hinders the hinges and makes them wince ! 

She must have reached this shrub ere she turned. 

As back with that murmur the wicket swung ; 

For she laid the poor snail, my chance foot spurned. 
To feed and forget it the leaves among. 


n. 

flown this side of the gravel-walk 
She went while her robe’s edge brushed the box : 
And here she paused in her gracious talk 
To point me a moth on the milk-white flox. 
Roses, ranged in valiant row. 

Think will I never she passed you by ! 

She loves noble roses, I know ; 

But yonder, see, where the rock -plants lie ’ 


his flower she stopped at, finger on lip ; 
Stooped over, in doubt, as settling its claim, 
f ill she gave me, vith pride to make no slip, 
Its soft meandering Spanish name : 

1 T I 
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Wb-it a name f it love, or praise? 

Speech hair-asicep, or song l).i1f-.a'v.akc ? 

1 mu'-t lc.arn Sp.anish one of these d.ays, 

Only for that slow sweet name's sake. 

IV. 

Roses, if I live .and do well, 

1 may bring her, one of these d.iys, 

To fix you fast with as fine a spell, 

Fit you each with his Spanish phrase! 

But do not detain me now ; for she lingers 
There, like sunshine over the ground, 

And over I see her soft white fingers 
Searching after the bud she found. 

V, 

Flower, you Spaniard, look that you grow not, 
Stay as you arc and be loved for ever ! 

Bud, if I kiss you ’tis that you blow not, 

Mind that the pink mouth opens never ! 

For while thus it pouts, her fingers wrestle. 
Twinkling the audacious leaves between. 

Till round they turn and down they nestle — 
Is not the dear mark still to be seen ? 


VI. 

Wiere I find her not, beauties vanish ; 

Whither I follow her, beauties flee ; 

Is there no method to tell her in Spanish 

June’s twice June since she breathed it with me? 
Come, bud, shorv me the least of her traces, 

"1 reasure my lady’s lightest foot-fall 
h, you may flout and turn up your faces ! 

^oses, you are not so fair after all. 
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II.— SIBRANDUS SCHAFNABURGENSIS. 


I. 

Plague take all pedants, say I ! 

He who wTotc what I hold in my hand, 
Centuries back was so good as to die. 
Leaving this rubbish to bother the land ; 
This, (hat was a book in its time, 

Printed on paper and bound in leather, 
Last month in the white of a matin-prime 
Just when the birds sang all together. 


n. 

Into the garden I Ijrought it to read ; 

And under the arbute and Inunistme 
Read it, so help me grace in my need, 

Prom title-page to closing line. 

Chapter on chapter did I count. 

As a curious traveller counts Stonehenge , 
Added up the mortal amount ; 

And then jiroceedcd to my revenge. 

III. 

\oiidr'r’s a plum-tree, with a crcMce 
An owl would build in, were he but .sage ; 
lor .a lap of moss, like a fine [xmt-levis 
In a castle of the middle age, 

Joins to a lip of gum, ]iurc amber ; 

hen he’d be private, thi-re might In. s]H.«d 
Homs .alone in his ladys ch.amtH,'r: 

Into this crevice I dropj^A oar friend. 



Bells and Pomegranates. 

Tha, I >«a.i '’;,“5ro“ctoi>fc ; 

Half a cheese, and a bottle o 
Hay on the grass .and forgot the oa 

Ovcajonyttol""”'"**"- 

V. 

Now, this morning, betwixt tlie mosS 

And gum that locked our fnendml.m 

A spider had spun : 

\nd sate in the midst with arn 

So I took pity, for ® 

And, deprofundis, accentthus I^Us, 

Cantate, quoth I, •'t® ^ 8°^ riTbic'tre.atise. 

And up I fished hts delcct.ablc tre.ati 

VI. 

Here you have it, dry f *1^"’ " 

With all the binding all of a bhs , 

And great blue spots where the ink has nw 
And reddish streaks that wink and ghstc 
O’er the page so beautifully yellow 
Oh, well have the droppings 
Did ho guess how toadstools grow, this 
Here ’s one stuck 5n his chapter six . 

vn. 

How did he like it when the live creatures 

Tickled and loused and browsed him all over, 
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And worm, slug, eft, with serious features. 

Came in, each one, for his right of trover ; 

When the water-beetle with great blind deaf face 
Made of her eggs the stately deposit. 

And the newt borrowed so much of the preface 
As tiled in the top of his black wife’s closet. 

VIII. 

All that life, and fun, and romping, 

All that frisking, and twisting, and coupling, 
While slowly our poor friend’s leaves were swamping, 
And clasps were cracking, and covers suppling ' 
As if you had carried sour John Knox 

To the play-house at Paris, Vienn.i, or Munich, 
Fastened him into a front-row box, 

And danced off the Ballet with trousers and tunic. 

IV. 

Come, old martjT ! What, torment enough is it ? 

Back to my room shall j ou take j our sweet self ! 
Good bye, mother-beetle ; husband eft, sufficit ! 

See the snug niche I have made on my shelf : 

A’s book shall prop >ou up, B’s shall co\cr )Ou 
Here ’s C to be gra\c with, or D to be gay, 

And with E on c.ach side, and I' nght over >ou, 
Drj'-rot at case till the Judgment day 1 


I I s 
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FRANCE 
1 — THE 


and SPAIN. 

laboratory. 


(^Ancitn 


I. 

>;ow lital I, tyins thy Slass ’"ast “ yjL ivliitcly. 
Mayp,.o .s,o' 

As thou phest thy trade prithee? 

Wuch is the poison to poison her, pn 


lU 


He is with her ; and they know that ^ ^ ^ tears 

Where they are, what they do. they 

flow n„j to the drear 

While they kaugh. !— I 

Empty church to pray God in for them. 


111 . 


Grind away, moisten and mash uP 
Pound .at thy powder,-am I m haste? 

Better sit thus, and observe thy ° jrjng’s 

Than go where men wait me and dance at 


IV. 

That in the mortar — you call it a gum ? 

Ah, the brave tree whence such gold oozmg 
And yonder soft phual, die exquisite blue, 
Sure to taste sweetly, — is that poison too . 

ii6 
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V. 

Had I but all of them, thee and thy treasures, 

What a wild crowd of invisible pleasures ! 

'I'o carry pure death in an earring, a casket, 

A signet, a fan-mount, a fillagree-basket ! 

VI. 

Soon, at the King’s, but a lozenge to give 

And Pauline should have just thirty minutes to live ! 

To light a pastille, and Elise, with her head. 

And her breast, and her arms, and her hands, should 
drop dead ! 

vn. 

Quick— is it finished ? The colour ’s too grim ' 

Why not like the phial’s, enticing and dim ? 

Tvct it brighten her drink, let her turn it and stir. 

And try it and taste, ere she fi-x and prefer ' 

VIII. 

What a drop ! She 's not little, no minion like me— 

I hat ’s why she ensnared him : this never will free 
Pile soul from those masculine c)es, — say, “ no ! ’ 

1 o that pulse’s magnificent come and go. 

i\. 

Tor only last night, as they whispered, I brought 
My own ojes to bear on her so, that I thought 
Could I keep them one half minute fived, she would fall, 
Slirivclkd ; she fell not ; yet this docs it all ' 
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Brand, burn up, 

He is sure to remember he r d> lu^ 

m Xav.benot morose, 

Is it done? T.al:e my ;,^losc- 

It kills her, and f^.r^^c's fec- 

The delicate droplet 
If it hurts her, beside, c. 

xti. 

Kow, take all my jewels, goTge you will 

You may kiss me, old man, ot 
B ut brush this dust off me, lu 
Ere 1 know it-next moment T dance a 


II.—SPAIN- 


-THE CO^^FESSIO^^‘^L. 


lx is a V-c-their Pnests, t l e. Pope 
Their Saints, their ••’f' ^J^door 

Are lies, and lies-therc 1 ^ 

And ceiling, there 1 and widls and flo° 
There, lies, they he, shall shll ^ 
Till spite of them I reach the ^^orld . 


u. 

You think Priests just and holy men! 
Before they put me in this den 
1 was a human creature too. 

With flesh and blood like one of you, 
A girl that laughed in beauty’s pride 
Bike lilies in your world outside. 
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in. 

I had a lover — shame avaunt ! 

This poor urenchcd body, grim and gaunt, 
Was kissed all over till it burned. 

By lips the truest love e’er turned 

His heart’s own tint : one night they kissed 

My soul out in a burning mist. 

IV. 

So next day when the accustomed train 
Of things grew round my sense again, 

“ That is a sin,” I said — and slow 
With downcast eyes to church I go, 

And pass to the confession-chair. 

And tell the old mild father there. 


v. 

But when I faulter Beltran’s name, 

Ha ? quoth the father ; much I blame 
'I'he sin j yet wherefore idl> grieve? 
Despair not, — strenuously retriei c ' 

N.i}, I w'ill turn this Io\c of thine 
To Lawful love, almost divine 

M. 

Tor he is >oung, and led .astray, 

Tin. Beltran, and he schemes, men sa), 
'I'o duange the laws of church and st.ilt-; 
So thine shall be an aiigd's fate. 

ho, ere the thunder breaks, should toll 
Its cloud away and 'me his soul 
tin 
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VU, 

For when he lies upon thy breast 
Thou niayst demand and l>e possessed 
or all his plans, and next day steal 
^'o me and all those plans reveal, 
n'hat I and ereiy priest, to pur^e 
Ilis soul, m.iy fast and use the scourge. 

vm. 

I'hat father’s bc.ird was long and white, 
t\'ith love and truth his broiv seemed bright ; 
I went back, all on fire with joy. 

And, that same evening, bade the boy. 

Tell me, as lovers should, heart-free, 
Something to prove his love of me. 

IX. 

He told me what he would not tell 
For hope of Heaven or fear of Hell ; 

And I lay listening in such pride. 

And, soon as he had left my side, 

Tripped to the church by morning-light 
'I'o save his soul in his despite. 


X. 

I told the father all his schemes, 

Who were his comrades, what their dreams ; 
“And now make haste,’’ I said, “to pray 
“The one spot from his soul away ; 

“ To-night he comes, but not the same 
ill look ! ” At night he never came. 


120 



Dramatic Romances and Lyrics. 

XI. 

Nor next night ; on the after-mom 
I went forth witli a strength new-born : 

The church was empty : something drew 
My steps into the street : I knew 
It led me to the market-place — 

And, lo, — on high — the father’s face ! 

xn. 

That horrible black scaffold drest — 

The stapled block . . God sink the rest ! 
That head strapped back, that blinding vest, 
Those knotted hands and naked breast — 
Till near one busy hangman pressed — 

And — on the neck these arms caressed. 

xm. 

No part in aught they hope or fear ! 

No He.aven with them, no Hell, — and here 
No Earth, not so much space as pens 
My body in their worst of dens 
But shall bear God and M.an my cry — 

Lies— -lies, again — .and still, they lie ! 
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THE I'EIGHT OF THE DUCHEbS. 

j. 

You’rh my friend : 

1 was the man the Duke spoke lo ; 

I helped the Duchess to cast off his yoke, loo 5 
So here 's the talc from beginning to end, 

My friend ! 


II. 

Ours is a great wild country : 

If you climb to our castle's top, 

I don’t sec where your eye can stop ; 

For when you’ve pass’d the corn-field country, 
Where \-incyards le.avc off, Hocks are packd, 
And sheep-range leads to cattle-tract. 

And cattle-tract to open-chase. 

And open-chase to the very base 

Of the mountain where, at a funeral pace, 

Round about, solemn and slow. 

One by one, row after row, 

Up and up the pine-trees go. 

So, like black priests up, and so 
Down the other side again 
To another greater, wilder country. 

That ’s one vast red drear bumt-up plain, 
Branch’d thro’ and thro’ with naany a vein 
Whence iron's dug, and copper’s dealt- 
I.ook right, look left, look straight befo^ 
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Beneath they mine, above they smelt, 
Copper-ore and iron-ore, 

And forge and furnace mould and melt, 

And so on, more and ever more. 

Till, at the last, for a bounding belt. 

Comes the salt sand hoar of the great sea shore, 
— And the whole is our Duke’s country ! 

in. 

I was born the day this present Duke was — 
(And 0, says the song, ere I was old !) 

In the castle where the other Duke was — 
(When I was happy and young, not old ') 

I in the Kennel, he in the Bower : 

We arc of like age to an hour. 

My fallier was Huntsman in that day; 

Who has not heard my father sa) 

That, when a boar was brought to baj. 

Three, four times out of five, 

With his huntspear he’d contrive 
To got the killing-place tnui'-fp.cd. 

And pin liim true both eyes betvivt ? 

Tliat’s why the old Duke had rather 
Lost a Svilt-pit than my father. 

And loved to lane him ever in call; 

Tlut’.s vhy nty father stood in the Hall 
When the old Duke brought his infant out 
To sho\\ the pcopli', .ind while they p.iss’d 
The wo'.tdrous bantling round ab»)ut, 

Was first to start .at tin ouisitle b!a--t 
As the Kaisi r's eourter Idew his horn. 
lU't a month abet tin brln' was bom : 
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“And" quoth the Kaijor's courier, “iince 
“ The Duke has got .an Heir, our Prince 
“ N'eeds the Duke’s self at his side 
The Duke look’d dou'n and seemed to %-nact, 

But he thought of v..irs o’er the world wide, 

Castle-s a-firc, men on their march. 

The toppling tower, the crashing .arch ; 

.^xld up he looked, and awhile he eyed 
The row of crests and shields and iMnners, 

Of .all achievements after rdl manners, 

And “ay,” said the Duke 'ritli a surly pride: 

The more was bis comfort when he died 
At next year's end, in a velvet suit, 

^^'ith a gilt glove on his hand, and his foot 
In a silk shoe for a leather boot, 

Pctticoated like a herald. 

In a cliainber next to an ante-room. 

Where he breathed the breath of page and groom, 
Wh.at he called stink and they, perfume ; 

— ^They should liavc set him on red Bcrold, 

Mad with pride, like fire to manage ! 

They should have got his cheek fresh tannage 
Such a day as to-day in the merry’ sunshine ! 

Had they stuck on his fist a rough-foot merlin ! 

— Hark, the wind ’s on the heath at its game ! 

Oh for a noble falcon-lanner 

To flap each broad wing like a banner, 

And turn in the wind, and dance like flame 1 
Had they broach’d a cask of -white beer from Berlin 
— Or if you incline to prescribe mere wine 
Put to his lips when they’ saw him pine, 

A cup of our own Moldaria fine, 
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Cotnar, for instance, green as May sorrel, 

And ropy with sweet , — vce shall not quarrel. 


IV. 

So at home the sick tall 3 'ellow Duchess 
Was left with the infant in her clutches, 

She being the daughter of God knows who . 

And now was the time to resnsit her triljc, 

So abroad and afar they went, the two, 

And let our people curse and gibe 
At the empt}' Hall .and extinguished fire, 

Doud as we liked, but ever in vain, 

I ill after long jears ve h.ad our desire, 

And back came the Duke and his mother again. 

v. 

And he came back the pertest ape 
1 iiat ever affronted human shajx; , 

1 ull of his travel, struck at himself — 
foil’d s.ay, he despised our bluff old nn>s 
— Not he ! Tor in Paris they told tlic clf 
T hat our rough North land was the I..and of Lays, 

I he one good thing left in e\ il d.i) s ; 

For the Mid-Age was the Heroic 'rime. 

•\nd only in wild nooks like ours 
Could )ou taste of it yet as in its prime, 

True Castles, with proj>cr Towers, 

Voung hearted women, old minded men, 

And in.anncrs now as manners were then. 

So, .all the old Dukes bad bten, without knnwirig it, 
I'his Duke votild fain know hi w'.as without licing it 
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He rt.'«vi.'cl nil lhofoui;bly uorn-otit, 

'I’he j-oul-; of ihe:« fumi'd-forth, the htiJrt? of 
torn-out : 

.•Vnd chief in the chaec his neck he perill d 
On n Intliy horse, all legs and length, 
tVith hlood for Ijone, all speed, no strength ; 

— 'riiey should have set him on red Ikrold, 

With the red eye slow consuming in fire, 

And the thin stiff ear like an abbey spire ! 

VI. 

Well, such as he was, he must many’, wc heard . 
And out of a convent, at the word, 

Came the I.ady, in time of spring. 

— Oh, old thoughts they cling, they cling ! 

That day, 1 know, with a dozen oaths 
I clad myself in thick hunting-clothes 
Fit for the chase of urox or bufile 
In winter-time wlicn you need to muffle ; 

But the Duke had a mind wc should cut a figure, 
And so we saw the Lady arrive : 

My friend, I have seen a white crane bigger ! 

She was the smallest I^ady alive, 

Made, in a piece of Nature’s madness. 

Too small, almost, for the life and gladness 
That over-filled her, as some hive 
Out of the bears’ reach on the high trees 
Is crowded with its safe merry bees — 

In truth she was not hard to please ! 

Up she look’d, down she look’d, round at the mead, 
Straight at the Castle, that's best indeed 
To look at from outside the walls : 

126 



Dramatic Romances and Lyrics. 

As for us, styled the “serfs and thralls,” 

She as much thanked me as if she had said it, 
(With her eye, do you understand ?) 

Because I patted her horse while I led it ; 

And Max, who rode on her other hand, 

Said, no bird flew past but she enquired 
What its true name was, nor ever seemed tired — 
If that was an eagle she saw hover, 

And the green and gray bird on the field was 
plover ? 

When suddenly appeared the Duke, 

And as down she sprung, the small foot pointed 
On to my hand, — as with a rebuke, 

And as if his backbone were not jointed. 

The Duke stepped rather aside than forward. 

And welcomed her with his grandest smile ; 

And, mind you, his mother all the while 
Chilled in the rear, like a wind to Nor’wnrd ; 

And up, like a weary yawn, with its pullies 
ent, in a shriek, the rusty portcullis, 

And, like a glad sky the north-'(\ind sullies, 

T he Lady’s face stopped its play. 

As if her first hair had grown gray — 
l‘or Such things must begin some one day ! 

VII. 

In a day or U\o she was well .again ; 

As uho should say, “ You kaliour in vain i 
“n«s ls^.air.i jest against God, who meant 
“ 1 should eser be, as I am, content 
“ And glad in his sighu therefore, glad I will 1« !” 
ho smiling as at first «cnt she. 
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51, j. :sr!hv, 3 -' 

CoultS not r/n.iUS on: tin-’— 

•jV> ;t MOin- -• h'- hid gi'^n 
(J mr-’-inyvca onr^, in my 
-t-WnShep!u-ui\Mimrs.Huntm»ns 
(J h;idl a infc, 1 kiiow v.hai J 

Never in all the vvorkl such an one; 

And here %'&.■. plenty to be clnnc. 

And she tlial could do it, great or sma , 

Shu uas to do nothing at all.^ 

'riierc was already this man in his 

This in his station, and that in ’j„55l, 

And the Duke’s plan admitted a wil«^ • 

To meet his eye, with the other Irop '• 

Now outside the Hall, now in it) 

To sit thus, stand thus, see and be seen, 

At the proper place in the proper minu c. 

And die away the life between : P n ’ 

And it was amusing enough, each infrac 10 
Of rule — (but for after-sadness that came) 

I'o hear the consummate self-satisfaction 
Witl) which the young Duke and the old s' 
Would let her advise, and criticise, 

And, being a fool, instruct the wise, 

And, child-like, parcel out praise or blame . 

They bore it all in complacent guise, 

As tho’ an artificer, after contriring 
A wheel-work image as if it svere living, . 

Should find with delight it could motion to strike " 
So found the Duke, and his mother like him,— ' 
The I-ady hardly got a rebuff — 
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That had not been contemptuous enough, 

With his cursed smirk, as he nodded applause, 
And kept off the old mother-cat’s claws. 

IX. 

So the little I.«ady grew silent and thin, 

Paling and ever paling. 

As the way is with a hid chagrin ; 

And the Duke perceived that she was ailing, 

And said in his heart, “’Tis done to spite me, 

“ But I shall find in my power to right me ! ” 

Don’t swear, friend — the Old One, many a year, 

Is in Hell, and the Duke’s self . . . )ou shall hear. 


X. 

Well, early in autumn, at first winter-warning. 

When the .stag had to break w ith his foot, of a morning, 
A dtinking-holo out of the fresh tender ice 
lhat covered the pond till the sun, in a trice, 
loosening it, let out a ripple of gold, 

And another and another, and faster and faster, 

I ill, dimpling to blindness, the wide water rolled ; 

1 hen it so chanced that the Duke our master 
Asked himself what were the pleasures in season, 

And found, since the calend.ir bade him be hearty, 

He should do the Middle Age no treason 
In resolving on a linnting-pariy. 

Always provided old hooks showed the waj of it ' 

Wh.at me.ant old poets by their stricture.? 

And when old poets lead wid their say of it, 

How taught old fwinters in their piciutes? 
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Wc must jcvcrt t<j th>' jirojnr <-1iai)nc!K. 

■Wordings in tapf-iry, paintincs on panncK 
And gather up Woodcraft'.s authentic tradition'! . 

Hero V.-.K food for our vanoue aiubilion':. 

A-; on each t‘a*.c, cvactiy stated, 

—To encourage your dog, now, tins proiaercsl CiurrUi- 
Or lH‘.-.t prayer to St. Ihiltert on inouiuina 
stirnip — 

Wc of the liousehold took thouplit .and dcb.ated. 
Blc'ised was he whri'-'c back aclied ruth the jerkin 
His ^ire wa.s wont to do forest-work in ; 
niesseder lie who nobly sunk “ ohs ” 

And “ali.s " while he tugged on his grandsircs trun ' 
hose ; 

What signified hats- if they had no rims on, 

Each slouching Iwfore and behind like the scallop. 
And able to serec at sea for a shallop, 

I^ajadcd with lacquer and looped with crimson? 

So that the deer now, to make a short rhyme on t, 
U'hat with our Venerers, Prickers, and Verderers, 
Might hope for real hunters at length, and not 
murderers, 

And oh the Duke’s tailor — he had a hot time on’t ! 


XI. 

Now you must know, that when the first dizziness 
Of flap-h.ats and bull coats .and jackboots subsided, 
The Duke put this question, “ The Duke’s p-'U't 
provided, 

“ Had not the Duchess some share in the business ? ” 
For out of the mouth of two or three witnesses, 

Did he establish all fit-or-unfitnesses : 
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And, after much laying of heads together, 

Somebody’s cap got a notable feather 
By the announcement with proper unction 
J hat he had discovered the lady’s function , 

•Since ancient authors held this tenet, 

“When horns wind a mort and the deer is at siege, 
I^t the dame of the Castle prick forth on her jennet. 
And with water to wash the hands of her hegr 
“In a clean ewer with a fair toweling, 

“Let her superintend the disemboweling.” 

Now, my friend, if joii had so little religion 
As to catch a h.awk, some falcon-lanner, 

And thrust her bro.ad wings like a banner 
Into a coop for a Milgar pigeon ; 

And if d.ay by day, and week by week, 

You cut her claw s, and sealed her c) es, 

And clipped her wings, and tied her bulk, 

Would it c.mse )ou any great surprise 
If when you decided to gne her an airing 
You found she needed a little jirepiring ? 

I say, should you be such a curmudgeon, 

If she clung to the jicrch, as to take it in dudgeon.^ 

’icl when the Duke to his Lady signified. 

.lust a tliy before, as he judgid most dignified, 

In what a pluasurc she w.is to {nrlicipite, — 

And. instead of lea[)ing widem fl.ishes, 

Her eyes just liftwl their long hshes, 

As if pressed by fatigue tion he could lU't dissipate. 
And duly .ickiiov.lulged the Duke’s forethought, 

But sjKikc of lier health, if her luaUh lun worth.iis ,1 1 , 
Of the i 'hi in day and the* i..atch by if 'hi. 

Atiel mutli Wrong ivn that tn d to i\ rieht. 
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So, tii.inlang iiim, declined the hunting. — 

Was conduct ever more affronting? 

With .all the ceremony settled — 

With l))e towel ready, and the sewer 
Polishing up liis oldest ewer, 

And the jennet pitched tipon, .a pieb.ald, 
Bl.ack-barred, creartj-coated and pink eyc-b-iil'd,— 

Ko wonder if the Duke v.vas nettled ! 

And ^'•hen she persisted nevertheless, — 
tVell, I suppose here ’s the time to confess 
Th.at there ran half round our I-ady’s chamber 
A balcony none of the hardest to clamber, 

And that Jacj'nth the tire-woman, ready in waiting, 
Stayed in c;tU outside, what need of relating ? 

And since Jacynth was like a June rose, why, a fervent 
Adorer of Jacynth, of course, was your sciwant ; 

And if she had the habit to peep tlirough the casement, 
How could I keep at any vast distance ? 

And so, as I say, on the Lad)’’s persistence, 

The Duke, dumb stricken with am.azcment, 

Stood for a while in a sultry smother, 

And then, with a smile that partook of the awful, 

Turned her over to his yellow mother 

To learn what w.as decorous and lawful j 

And the mother smelt blood with a cat-like instinct, 

As her cheek quick whitened thro’ all its quince-tinct — 

Oh, but the Lady heard the whole truth at once ! 

^\dlat meant she? — Who was she? — Her duty and 
station, 

The wisdom of age and the folly of youth, at once, 

Its decent regard and its fitting relation 

In brief, my friend, set all the devils in hell free 
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And turn them out to carouse in a belfry, 

And treat the priests to a fifty-part canon, 

And then you may guess how that tongue of hers ran 
on! 

Well, somehow or other it ended at last 
And, licking her whiskers, out^she passed ; 

And after her, — making (he hoped) a face 
Like Emperor Nero or Sultan Saladin, 

Stalked the Duke’s self with all the grace 
Of ancient hero or modem paladin, — 

From door to staircase — oh, such a solemn 
Unbending of the vertebral column ! 

XII. 

However, at sunrise our company mustered, 

And here was the huntsman bidding unkennel, 

And there ’neath his bonnet the pricker blustered. 
With feather dank as a bough of wet fennel ; 

For the court-yard’s four walls were filled with fog 
You might cut as an axe chops a log, 

Like so much wool for colour and bulkiness ; 

And out rode the Duke in a perfect sulkiness, 

Since before breakfast, a man feels but queasily, 

And a sinking of the lower abdomen 
Begins the day with indifierent omen : 

And lo, as he looked around, uneasily. 

The sun ploughed the fog up and drove it asunder 
This way and that from the valley under ; 

And, looking thro’ the court-yard arch, 

Down in the valley what should meet him 
But a troop of Gypsies on their march, 

No doubt with the annu.al gifts to greet him. 
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Kill. 

Nov.- in this land, (oji'-ii-Jt rc.acli you only 
After rc.tching all Lands beside : 

North they go. Miuln they go, trooping or lonu>, 
And still, tus they tmv( 1 far and wide, 

Catch they and keep now a trace here, a •• _ 

Tliai puls you in mind of a place here, .a p ■ 

Hut with us I believe they rise out of the gr 
And nowhere else, I take it, arc found 
With the earth-tint yet so freshly embrowned , 

Born, no doubt, like insects which breed on 
Tlie verj- fruit they are meant to feed on : 

I'or the earth— not a use to which they dot 
The ore that grows in the mount.ains’ womh, 

Or the sand in the pits like a honeycomb. 

They sift and soften it, bake it and burn it 
Wlielhcr they weld you, for instance, a snallio 
With side-bars never a brute can baffle ; 

Or a lock that ’s a puzde of w.ards within ® ' 

Or. if your colt’s fore-foot inclines to curs’e in , 
Horseshoes they ’ll hammer which turn on a 
And won’t allow the hoof to shrivel ; 

Then they cast bells like the shell of die wmkl^ 
That keep a stout heart in the rani with their n 
But the sand— they pinch and pound it like otters , 
Commend me to Gypsy glass-ni,akcrs and potters . 
Glasses they ’ll blow you, crystal-clear, 

Where just a faint cloud of rose shall appear. 

As if in water one dropped and let die 
A bruised black-blooded mulberry ; 

And that other sort, their crowning pride, 

With long white threads distinct inside, 
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— A tlo^j-whi's'ic blowing the fiercest of treble', 

(Just .T se.n-shore stone holding .n dozen fine pebbles,) 
Or ,1 {wrcclnin niouthjticcc to screw on a pipe-end,"" 
And so she aw,-iitod her annual stip-end. 

Blit this time, the Duke would scarcely vouchsafe 
A word in reply ; .and in vain she felt 
A^’iih twitching fingers at her belt 
For the purse of sleek pinc-niartin pelt, 

Ready to put wlint he pave in her pouch safe. 

Till, either to quicken his apprehension. 

Or possibly with an after-intention, 

She wn.s come, .she said, to jxiy her duty 
To tiic new Duclicss, the youthful beauty ' 

No sooner h.ad she nanic-d his I-ady, 

Tii.an .a shine lit up the face so shady 

And its smirk returned with a novel meaning — 

For it struck him, the babe just wanted weaning; 

If one gave her a taste of what life is and sorrow. 

She, foolish to-day, would be wiser to-morrow; 

And who so fit a teacher of trouble 
As this sordid crone bent well nigh double ? 

So, glancing at her wolf-skin vesture, 

(If such it was, for they grow so liirsute 
That their own fleece serves for natural fur suit) 

He contrasted, ’twas plain from his gesture. 

The life of the lady so flowcr-Iike and delicate 
IVith the loathsome squalor of this helicat. 

I, in brief, was the man the Duke beckoned 
From out of the throng, and while I drew near 
He told the crone, as I since have reckoned 
By the way he bent and spoke into her ear 
With circumspection and mystery, 
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.^n(l the face, looked of quite anotb''r nattirc, 

And the clwngc readied too, wh-itcver the ch-w 
ine.ant. 

Her .shaggy ivolf-skin do.ifc'.s arrangement, 

For where its tatters hung loose like sedges, 

Gold coins were glittering on the edges, 

Like the band-roll strung with tomans 
tt'liich proves the s'cil a Persian woman’s : 

And under her brow, like a snail's horns newly 
Come out as after the rain he paces. 

Two unmistakeable eye-points duly 
Live and aware looked out of tlieir places. 

So we went and found Jacynth at the entry 
Of the Hady’s diambcr standing sentry ; 

I told the command and produced my companion, 
And Jacynth rejoiced to admit any one, 

For since hast night, by the same token, 

Not a single word had the Lady spoken : 

So they went in both to the presence together, 
While I in the balcony watched the weather. 

XV. 

And now, what took place at the very first of all, 

I cannot tell as 1 never could learn it : 

Jacynth constantly wished a curse to fall 
On that little head of hers and burn it 
If she knew how she came to drop so soundly 
Asleep of a sudden and there continue 
The ivhole time sleeping as profoundly 
As one of the boars my father would pin you 
'Twixt the eyes where the life holds garrison, 

— Jacynth forgive me the comparison ! 
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Do they ajtplaud you or burkaqttc you ? 

Tho^c hands nnd fingers w5th no floiU on ? 

Wlien, ju^t as I thought to spring in to the r<^ue, 
At Once I was stopped by the luidy’s expression - 
For it was life her eyes were ririnhing 
From the crone’s wide pair unwinking. 

Life’s jturc fire received without shrinking, 

Into the licnrt .and breast whose heaving 
Told you no single drop they were leaving 
Life, that filling her, past redundant 
Into her very hair, back swerving 
Over each shoulder, loose and abundant, 

As her head thrown back showed the white t ro 
curving. 

And the veiy tresses shared in the pleasure, 

Moving to the mystic measure, 

Bounding as the bosom bounded. 

I stopped, more and more confounded, 

As still her checks burned and eyes glistened, 

As she listened and she listened, — 

When all at once a hand detained me, 

And the selfsame contagion gained me, 

And 1 kept time to the wondrous chime, 

Making out words and prose and rhyme, - 
Till it seemed that the music furled 
Its wings like a task fulfilled, and dropped 
From under the words it first had propped, 

And left them midway in the world. 

And word took word as hand takes hand, 

I could hear at last, and understand. 

And when I held the unbroken thread 
The Gypsy said ; — 
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Or tl’.ou y!cp nlonc Ihro' the ir^orass 

Where never jotind yet vas 

Stive the dry cl.ip of the stork’s quick bill, 

For the air is still, and the ttatcr still, 

When the blue breast of the dipping coot 
Dives under, and .alt is mute. 

So at the last shall come old .age, 

Decrepit as befits liiat stage ; 

Ho'v cLse wouldsl thou retire apart 
With the hoarded memories of thy heart, 

And gather all to the very least 
Of the fragments of life’s earlier feast, 

Let fall through eagerness to find , 

The crowning dainties yet behind ? 

Ponder on tlie entire jxast 
I^id together thus at last, 

When the twilight helps to fuse 
The first fresh, with tlie faded hues, 

And the outline of the whole, 

As round eve-shades their framework roll. 

Grandly fronts for once thy soul : 

And then as, ’mid the dark, a gleam 
Of yet another morning breaks, 

And like the hand whicli ends a dream, 

Death, ivith the might of his sunbeam 
Touches the flesh and the soul awakes, 

Then — 

Ay, then, indeed, something would happen ! 
But what ? For here her voice changed like a bird’s 
There grew more of the music and less of the words ; 
Had Jacynth only been by me to clap pen 
To paper and put you down every syllable, 
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Vfrti kii’i’' C5rrfl .-Mraipht) i *j v-,iurs 

T« <j:w' atiodiei nli di ,ir <le •'«/-, 

til e c-ich Ino-.^. vd,at if. friau r.quin^. 

And do.-, it' bickim:4 v.-itl>out tc-idicr. 

I j.uwkd her; the crone 
I ■olio^'Ctl < ilent and idn”*-' ’ , , i 

1 ^i«le to her. hut -he . 

Back to their pit- ; her shaturc shnmk , 

In -hori. the -oul in it- body sunk _ 

Like a bl.idc sent home to its scabbard , 

We descended, I preceding, 

Cro-sod the court with nobody heeding, 

All die world was at the chase. 

The court-yard like a desert-place. 

The stable emptied of its small fry ; 

I saddled my.self the verj- palfrey 
I ■remember patting while it earned her, 

The day she arrived and the Duke marned her, 
And do you know, though it 's c.asy decening 
niclf in such matters, I can’t help believing 
n-u, Indv had not forgotten it either, 

T b- ‘ y ^ QQj. (jevii so much beneath her 

been only too glad for her service 
Would ploughshares like a Turk dervise, 

To ay proper duty where owing it 

But unahie pitiful method of shonnng it : 

Was reduce I began setting 

Bor tho’ the ^ag of Berold’s begetting, 

B[is sttddle o" \ obtrusive) 

(Kot that 1 n . jje his rug ivas shifting, 
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XVI. 

When the liquor ’.I out, why clinh Uiecnnnakin? 

I ditl think to dc.'scrilw yoa the panic in ^ ^ 

The redoubtable Ijre.nst of our master the mannn.iUi 
And what tva.s the pilch of his mother’.s ytliownes;, 
Hov.- she turned as a shark to snap the spare-rib 
Clean off, sailors say, from .1 pearl-diiing Carib, 

^^'hen she heard what she called the flight of > c 
feloness — 

But it seems such child s play 

What they said and did with the lady away, 

And to dance on, when we’ve lost the music, 

Always made me — and no doubt makes you— sick. 
And, to my mind, the world’s face looked so stern 
A.S that sweet form disappeared thro’ Uie postern. 

She that kept it in constant good humour, 

It ought to have stopped ; there seemed nothing to 
do more. 

But the world thought otherwise and went on, 

And my head 's one that its spite was spent on : 
Thirty years are fled since that morning. 

And with them all my head’s adorning. 

Nor did the old Duchess die outright, 

As you expect, of suppressed spite, 

The natural end of every adder 

Not suffered to empty its poison-bladder: 

But she and her son agreed, I take it. 

That no one should touch on the story to wake it, 

For the wound in the Duke’s pride rankled fiery. 

So they made no search and small inquiry — 

And when fresh gypsies have paid ns a vasit, I’ve 
Noticed the couple were never inquisitive, 
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I ah^.^v’s wanted so make a ckan brea't of it, 

.-Vtul now i! h niadc~why the hc-irt’s-biood, that went 
trickle, 

Tsicklc, !)ut anon, in •such muddy dribblets, 

Is [)!imprd up ijnsk nov.-, iliro' the main ventricle, 
And genially floats me about (be giblets 
I’ll tell you what I shall do ; 

1 must ecc this fellow his sad life thro’ 

— lie is our Duke after all, 

And I, as he says, but a serf and thrall; 

My father was bom Iierc and I inherit 
His fame, a chain he bound his son will), 

Could I pay in a h!n)p I should prefer it, 

Rut there 's no mine to blow up and get done with, 

So 1 must stay till the end of the chajUcr : 

For, as to our middle-age manners adapter, 

Be it a thing to bo glad on or sorry on, 

One day or other, his head in a morion. 

And breast in a hauberk, his heels lie’ll kick up 
Slain by some onslaught fierce of hiccup : 

And then, wlien red doth the sword of our Duke rust, 
And its leathern sheath is o’ergrown with a blue crust, 
Then I shall scrape together my earnings ; 

For, you sec, in the Church>’ard Jacynth reposes, 

And our children all went the way of the roses — 

It ’s a long lane that knows no turnings — 

One needs but little tackle to travel in, 

So, just one cloak shall I indue, 

And for a staff, what beats the javelin 
With w'hich his boars my father pinned you ? 

And then, for a purpose you shall hear presently 
T.aking some Cotnar, a tight plump skinfull, 
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I shall go journeying, who but I, pleasantly ? 

Sorrow is vain and despondency sinful : 

^Vhat’s a man’s age ? He must hurry more, that ’s all , 
Cram in a day, what youth takes a year to hold ; 

When we mind labour, then only, we’re too old — 
Wiat age had Methusalem when he begat Saul ? 

And at last, as its haven some buffeted ship sees, 
(Come all the way from the north parts with sperm oil) 
I shall get safely out of the turmoil 
And arrive one day at the land of the gypsies 
And find my lady or hear the last news of her 
From some old thief and son of Lucifer, 

His forehead chapletted green with weathy hop. 
Sunburned all over like an .^Ethiop : 

And when my Cotnar begins to operate 
And the tongue of the rogue to run at a proper rate. 
And our wine skin, tight once, shows each flaccid dent, 
I shall drop in with — as if by accident — 

“ You never knew then how it all ended, 

“ What fortunes good or bad attended 
“ The little lady your Queen befriended ? " 

— And when that ’s told me, what ’s remaining ? 

This V orld ’s too hard for my explaining — 

The same wise judge of matters equine 
Who still preferred some hot four-year-old 
To the big-boned stock of mighty Berold, 

And for strong Cotnar drank French weak mne, 

He also must be such a Lady’s scomer ' 

Smooth Jacob still robs homely Esau, 

Now up now down, the world’s one see saw ! 

— So I shall find out some snug corner 
Under a hedge, like Orson the wood knight, 
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T,„„ ^rcirmml »-! bM .he «o.M g^J j 
And nlKi. n e~„d deej. dU .he ' 

WnU, nif (nnlc<-, pries, ches »' 

To a ^vorld ^vlicrc 's to bs f " . f„;en. 

Lu before s«-inc that can't «lue then. : Amen 


EARTH’S IMMORTALITIES. 


1 . 

Sr-n, as the prettiest graves trill do in lime, ^ 

Our poet’s -.rants the freshness of Us pnm - ^ 
Spite of the sexton’s brow.sing horse, th ^ ^ 

Have struggled thro’ its binding ’ 

Headstone and luilf-sunk footstone J.’ 

Wanting the brick-trork promised ^ ’ 

How tlic minute gray lichens, plate oe p ^ 

Have softened down the crisp-cut naro ■ 


IT. 

So the year’s done with ! 

(Zcnc me for roer!) 

All March begun with, 

April’s endeavour ; 
M.ay-wreathes that bound me 
June needs must sever ! 
Now snows fall round me. 
Quenching June’s fever — 
(ZcT'r me for evert) 
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SONG. 


Nay but you, who do not love her, 

Is she not pure gold, my mistress ? 

Holds earth aught — speak truth — above her ? 

Aught like this tress, see, and this tress. 
And this one last tress of all. 

So fair, see, ere I let it fall ! 


II. 

Because you spend your lives in praising ; 

To praise, you search the wide world over ; 

So why not witness, calmly gazing. 

If earth holds aught — speak truth — above her ? 
Above this tress, and this I touch 
But cannot praise, I love so much ! 


THE BOY AND THE ANGEL. 

Morning, evening, noon, and night, 
“Praise God,” sang Theocrite. 

Then to his poor trade he turned 
By which the daily meal was earned. 

Hard he laboured, long and well ; 

O’er the work his boy’s curls fell ; 

But ever, at each period. 

He stopped and sang, “ Praise God ; ” 
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Ilien liAcl: Si!': 

Ant! <.!Hi,rfu! turnct! to •'int'i'- 

. .•!* “ X* rll • 

S.-iUl HL-iise, tile li--tt‘nin.4 nionW 
" 1 dnuliJ no; tiioii isft Iv-'trtif 

" As as if tiiy voice tt>c!J5 
*' Were praising G<k1 tbc Top'-i* 

■‘ Tiiis Isastcr Day, tlic Pope at 
" Praises God from Peter's dome. 

Said Theocritc, “ would Gwi that I 
“ .Might praise Him, that great «a), an 

Night jmssed, day shone. 

And Theocritc was gone. 

\Vith God a day endures alway, 

A thousand years arc but a d.ay. 

God said in Heaven, “ Nor day nor night 
“ Now brings the voice of my delight.' 

Then Gabriel, like a rainbow’s birth, 

Spread his wings and sank to earth ; 

Entered in flesh, the empty cell, 

Lived there, and played the craftsman well : 

And morning, evening, noon, and night, 
Praised God in place of Theocritc. 

And from a boy, to youth he grew : 

The Man put off the Stripling’s hue : 
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The man matured and fell away 
Into the season of decay ; 

And ever o’er the trade he bent 
And ever lived on earth content. 

God said, “ A praise is in mine ear ; 

“ There is no doubt in it, no fear : 

“So sing old worlds, and so 
New worlds that from my footstool go. 

Clearer loves sound other ways : 

“ I miss my little human praise.” 

Then forth sprang Gabriel’s wings, off fell 
The flesh disguise, remained the cell. 

’Twas Easter Day : he flew to Rome, 

And paused above Saint Peter’s dome. 

In the tiring-room close by 
The great outer gallery, 

With his holy vestments dight. 

Stood the new Pope, Theocrite ; 

And all his past career 
Came back upon liim clear. 

Since when, a boy, he plied his trade 
Till on his life the sickness weighed : 

And in his cell when death drew near 
An angel in a dream brought cheer : 
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!k a pnu'.., ant. 

To the Ka^t^rlshpn^'C he turned 
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thee here ;1 did not rvell. 

I left myanSoTs sphere, 

::vSUt>.y dream ofmanyayean 
.r., tack and praise again 

^ \rU- nay-wlt'lc I remain. 
,.-rhee.an> 

• 1 .tnt 've.ak voice of our disdain, 
,hn cell and poor employ : 
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„,e'V old at home ; 

Thcocr'“= h jn Peter’s Dome. 
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.,,ed. ns the other died. 
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NIGHT AND MORNING. 

I.— NIGHT. 


The gray sea and the long black land ; 
And the yellow half-moon large and low ; 
And the startled little waves that leap 
In fiery ringlets from their sleep, 

As I gain the cove with pushing prow, 
And quench its speed in the slushy sand. 


II. 

Then a mile of warm sea-scented beach ; 
Three fields to cross till a farm appears ; 

A tap at the pane, the quick sharp scratch 
And blue spurt of a lighted match. 

And a voice less loud, thro’ its joys and fears. 
Than the bvo hearts beating each to each ! 


II.— MORNING. 

Round the cape of a sudden came the sea. 
And the sun looked over the mountain’s rim 
And straight was a path of gold for him, 
And the need of a world of men for me. 
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CL.\tvET AND TOK.A^. 


Mv heart siinh with our Claret fi-ask. 

11)^.: now, hcncatli the heavy seditc*. 

'I'h.at servo this {jond's blach face for et-'t--' r 
And still at yonder broken edges 
Of l!ic hole, ^vhcTC up the bubble? * 
After Illy heart I look and listen. 


II. 

Our laughing little flask, coinjicll d 

'I'hro' depth to depth more bleak and s i. 

As when, both arms beside her held^ 

Feel straightened out, some gay French ) 
Is caught up from Life’s light .and motion 
And dropped into Death’s silent ocean ! 


Up jumped Tokay on our table. 

Like a pygmy castle-warder, 

Divarfish to sec, but stout and able, 
rVrms and accoutrements all in order ; 

And fierce he looked north, then, wheeling sout , 
Blew with his bugle a challenge to Drouth, 
Cocked his flap-hat with the toss-pot feather, 
Twisted his thumb in his red moustache, 

Gingled his huge brass spurs together. 

Tightened his waist with its Buda sash, 

And then with an impudence nought could abash, 
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Shrugged his hump-shoulder, 

To tell the beholder, 

For twenty such knaves he should laugh but the bolder, 
And so wdth his sword-hilt gallantly jutting, 
nd dexter-hand on his haunch abutting, 

Vent the little man from Ausbruch, strutting ! 


SAUL. 

Said Abner, “At last thou art come ! 

„ ^ thou speak, — 

Kiss my cheek, wish me well ! ” Then I wished it. 
And did kiss his cheek : 

And he, “ Since the King, oh my friend, 

“ For thy countenance sent. 

Nor drunken nor eaten have we ; 

^ Nor, until from his tent 
Thou return with the joyful assurance 
“ The king liveth yet. 

Shall our lip with the honey be brightened, 

‘ ^The water, be ivet. 

For out of the black mid-tent’s silence, 

“'A space of three days. 

No sound hath escaped to thy servants, 

“ Of prayer nor of praise, 

‘ To betoken that Saul and the Spirit 
“Have gone their dread ways. 

“ Yet now my heart leaps, O beloved ! 

“ God’s child, with his dew 
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"On Jhy ^eiir, ai:«5 »5>o-’“ 

*■ Sii\l Jiv-isu' 1.3rp-sW''’S 

..A. thau i.rnl.Vt them to t«ne rO-mJ u., F 

"A-iif no wild beat , 

U'.-re niginj; to torture the cescti . 
ilsen I, a<! 'W meet. 

Knelt dow-n to the Ood of m) at 
And rose on my fett, 

And mn o’er the s.ind burnt lo-powdr • 

Tlic tent tw unlooiK-'d : 

I pulled up the pps-ir that obstructed, 

And under I stooped ; .rr-’ss-patch— 

Hands and knees o’er the slipi>cr> oO.- F 

All withered and gone— 

That leads to the second enclosure, 

I groped my way on, 

Till I felt where the foldskirts fly open , 

Then once more I prayed, 

And opened the foldskirts and cntcre , 

And was not .afraid ; ,, 

And spoke, “ Here is David, th> serran 
And no voice replied ; 

^\nd first I saw nought but the blackness , 

But soon I descried 

A something more black than the blac 'ncs 
— The vast, the upright 
Main-prop whicli sustains the pavilion. 

And slow into sight 
Grew a figure, gigantic, against it. 

And blackest of all ; — 

Then a sunbeam, that burst thro’ the tent-roo , 
Showed Saul. 
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He stood as erect as that tent-prop ; 

Both arms stretched out wide 
On the great cross-support in the centre 
That goes to each side ; 

So he bent not a muscle but hung there 
As, caught in his pangs 
And waiting his change the king-serpent 
All heavily hangs, 

Far away from his kind, in the Pine, 

Till deliverance come 
With the Spring-time, — so agonized Saul, 

Drear and black, blind and dumb. 

Then I tuned my harp, — took off the lilies 
We twine round its chords 
Lest they snap ’neath the stress of the noontide 
— ^Those sunbeams like swords ! 

And I first played the tune all our sheep know, 
As, one after one. 

So docile they come to the pen-door 
Till folding be done 

— They are white and untom by the bushes 
For lo, they have fed 
Where the long grasses stifle the water 
Within the stream’s bed ; 

How one after one seeks its lodging. 

As star follows star 
Into eve and the blue far above us, 

— So blue and so far ! 

Then the tune for which quails on the cornland 
Will leave each his mate 
n. i6i 
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Tu fo’Inr-' thr- jibyer ; 


men, 




Tlic cticV;c-Js t'bsc 
'nil for l>')!(5n«'S they 
And then, iThr.t h3^ freight ^ 


'I'o let the quich jerbea a-niusing 


Outside liis fnticl house ^ 

— There .nre none .such as he for a wonu- 

nnlfbmi and half 

—God made all the crcaiufes and ga'c 
Our love and our fe.ir, 

To show, we and they are his chddren, 
One family here. 


Then I played the help-tune of our Keapcf*. 

'rheir wne-song, when hand _ 

Gmsps hand, eye lights eye in good friends ij 
And great hearts evpand, _ 

And groiv one in the sense of this worlds i <■> 
And then, the low song 
When the dead man is praised on his joume) 

“ Bear, bear him along 

“ With his few faults shut up like dead flowrets , 
“ Are b.alm-secds not here 
“ 'Fo console us ? 'flie land has got none such 
“ As he on the bier — 

“ Oh, would we might keep thee, my brother ! 

And then, the glad chaunt 
Of the marriage, — first go the young maidens — • 
Ne.xt, she n-hom we vaunt 
As the beauty, the pride of our dwelling : 

And then, the great march 
When man runs to man to assist him 
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And buttress an arch 

Nought can break . . who shall harm them, 
brothers ? 

Then, the chorus intoned 
As the Levites go up to the altar 
In glory enthroned— 

But I stopped here— for here, in the darkness, 
Saul groaned ; 


-find I paused, held my breath in such silence ' 
And listened apart — 

And the tent shook, for mighty Saul shuddered,— 
And sparkles ’gan dart 
From the jewels that woke in his turban 
— At once with a start 
All the lordly male-sapphires, and rubies 
Courageous at heart ; 

So the head, but the body still moved not, — 

Still hung there erect. 

And I bent once again to my pla)'ing, 

Pursued it unchecked, 

As I sang, “ Oh, our manhood’s prime vigour 1 
No spirit feels waste. 

No muscle is stopped in its playing 
‘ No sinew unbraced, — 

■' And the wild joys of living ! The leaping 
‘ From rock up to rock — 

The rending their boughs from the palm-trees, — 
The cool silvur shock 
Of a plunge in the pool’s living water — 

“The hunt of the bear, 

And the sultriness showing the lion 
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“ Ih rtmcJicd in hi^ bit: 

“ Anil ihf mtal — the rich (i-tte* — ydio’^'ixl O's-* 

“ With "old dsi't 

“ And the lociisr 5 -nc'''h ilecped tn the pitchc. 

“ The fuU dr.inplit of wine, 

“ And the .‘•leep in the <iri(.'d ri^x.'’ channel 
“ U'herc- Uiit rushes tell 
'* '1‘tie water was wont to go w.srbling 
“ So softly and v.'cH. — 

“ How good is rn.sfi's life here, mere living! 

“ How fit to employ 
“The heart and the soul .and the senses 
“ Tor ever in joy i 

“ Hast thou loved the white locks of thy father 
“ Whose sword thou didst guard 
“ When ho trusted thee forth to the wolf hunt 
" For ^glorious rew.ard? 

“ Didst thou sec the thin hands of thy mother 
“ Held up, as men sung 
“ The song of die ticarly.dcpartecl, 

“ And heard lier faint tongue 
“Joining in while it could to the witness 
“ “ Let one more attest, 

“ “ I have lived, seen God’s hand thro’ that Hfe-time> 
“ “ And all was for best. . 

“ Then they sung thro’ their tears, in strong triumph, 
“ Not much, — but the rest ! 

“ And thy brothers — the help and the contest, 

“ The working whence grew 
“ Such result, as from seething grape-bundles 
“The spirit so true — 

“ And the friends of thy boyhood — that boyhood 
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“ With wonder and hope, 

“ And the promise and wealth in the future,- 
“ The eye’s eagle scope, — 

“ Till lo, thou art groum to a monarch, 

“ A people is thine ! 

“ Oh all, all the world offers singly, 

“ On one head combine, 

“ On one head the joy and the pride, 

“ Even rage like the throe 
" That opes the rock, helps its glad labour, 

“ And lets the gold go — 

“ And ambition that sees a sun lead it 
" Oh, all of these — all 
“ Combine to unite in one creature 
“—Saul!” 

{End of Part the First.) 


TIME’S REVENGES 

I’ve a Friend, over the sea ; 

I like him, but he loves me ; 

It all grew out of the books I write ; 

They find such favour in his sight 
That he slaughters you with savage looks 
Because you don’t admire my books : 

He does himself though, — and if some vein 
Were to snap to-night in this heavy brain. 
To-morrow month, if I lived to try. 

Round should I just turn quietly, 

165 



nnd Pomegranates. 

Or ou! *if the «’>' , 

'Oil I {V.iiiitl him, conjc frem hi> 

'I'o If’,- rny :n thl' p'if-'f pi-’’-*'’'' _ 

And m-ile me broth, snd «■>>' 

And hyh; nr.' fir-,-, and, .ai! the vvhiU', 

IJe.-ir v.jih iiii fdfl good-humoured fmv.le 
'Oiat ! told him “ Hotter fsavc U-pt a-.«y 
“ 'I'hnn come and '.-ill me, night .and oaj. 
•OVitli \vor<c tlian fever's throbs and shoo s 
“ .At the creaking of his cUims}' boots, 

1 atn .as .sure th.a! this he v.ould do 
As that S.-iint Paul's is striking T «o : 

And I think I had r.rUier . - •"oa is me! 


— Ye.s, rather see him than not see. 

If lifting a hand would seat him there 
Before me in the empty chair 
To-night, when my head aches indeed, 
And I can neither think, nor read. 
And these blue fingers will not hold 
The pen ; this g.arret ’s freezing cold 1 


And I’ve a Lady — There he wakes. 

The laughing fiend and prince of snakes 
Within me, at her name, to pr.ay 
Fate send some creature in the rray 
Of my love for her, to be down-torn 
Upthrust and onward borne 
So I might prove myself that sea 
Of passion which I needs must be ! 

Call my thoughts false and my fancies quaint, 
And my st>-le infirm, and its figures faint, 

AH tire critics say, and more blame yet, 
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And not one angry word you get ! 

But, please you, wonder I would put 
My cheek beneath that Lady’s foot 
Rather, than trample under mine 
The laurels of the Florentine, 

And you shall see how the Devil spends 
The fire God gave for other ends ! 

I tell you, I stride up and down 

This garret, crowned with Love’s best crown, 

And feasted u-ith Love’s perfect feast. 

To think I kill for her, at least. 

Body and soul and peace and fame. 

Alike youth’s end and manhood’s aim, 
all my genius, all my learning 
Leave me, where there ’s no returning, 

~So is my spirit, as flesh with sin. 

Rilled full, eaten out and in 
With the face of her, the eyes of her. 

The lips and little chin, the stir 
Of shadow round her mouth ; and she 
I’ll tell you, — calmly would decree 
That I should roast at a slow fire 
If that would compass her desire 
And make her one whom they invite 
To the famous ball to-morrow night. 

There may be a Heaven ; there must be a Hell ; 
Meantime, there is our Earth here — well ! 
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THIi f;i.OVE. 

f r'i.TKR rnN‘''Aer> 

“ Ur-nun,^' p-A-nc'i one ^ 

“ Di^:.lnce .ill value uiltancci 1 
“ Wiu-n r. rn.in’-. b«'=>V v.h} leisure 
“S:ril:c -5 lu'iti wonderful {iicn-‘tire, 

“ ‘F.iiil!, and at leisure once is he— 

•' Str.iightwu}' he v.ints to be bus). ^ 

“ I it-ru n c ’vo got peace ; .md aghast ^ ^ 

" C.nught ihinhing war the true pastime . 

“ Is there a reason in metre? 

“ Give us your speech, master Peter . 

I wlio, if mortal dare s.i) so, 

Xe’er am at loss nith my Naso, 

“Sire," I replied, “joys prose cloudlets: 

“ Men arc the merest Ixions ’ ^ 

Here the King whistled aloud, “ Let S 
“ . . Ilcigho . . go looh at our lions ! 

Such are the sorrowful chances 
If you talk fine to King Francis. 

And so, to the courtyard proceeding, 

Our company Francis was leading 
Increased by new followers tenfold 
Before he arrived .it the penfold j 
Lords, ladies, like clouds which bedizen 
At sunset the western horizon, 

And Sir De Lorge pressed ’mid the foremost 
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With the Dame he professed to adore most — 
Oh, what a face ! One by fits eyed 
Her, and the horrible pitside ; 

For the penfold surrounded a hollow 
Which led where the eye scarce dared follow, 
And shelved to the chamber secluded 
Where Bluebeard the great lion brooded. 

The icing hailed his keeper, an Arab 
As glossy and black as a scarab. 

And bade him make sport and at once stir 
Up and out of his den the old monster. 

They opened a hole in the wire-work 
Across it, and dropped there a firework, 

And fled ; one’s heart’s beating redoubled ; 

A pause, while the pit’s mouth was troubled. 
The blackness and silence so utter. 

By the firework’s slow sparkling and sputter ; 
Then earth in a sudden contortion 
Gave out to our gaze her abortion ! 

• . Such a brute ! were I friend Clement Marot 
(Whose experience of nature ’s but narrow, 

And whose faculties move in no small mist 
When he versifies David the Psalmist) 

I should study that brute to describe you 
Ilium Juda Lconem de Tribu / 

One’s whole blood grew curdling and creepy 
To see the black mane, vast and heapy. 

The tail in the air stiff and straining. 

The wide eyes, nor waxing nor waning. 

As over the barrier which bounded 
His platform, and us who surrounded 
The barrier, they reached and they rested 
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or months past ; he sate there pursuing 
Ks suit, weighing out with nonchalance 
'ine speeches like gold from a balance. 

5ound the trumpet, no true knight ’s a tamer ' 

De Lorge made one spring at the barrier, 

^Jked straight to the glove, — while the lion 
Neer mo\ed, kept his far-reaching eye on 
The palm-tree-edged desert-spnng’s sapphire. 

And the musky oiled skin of the Caffre,— 

Picked it up, and as calmly retreated. 

Sprang back where the lady was seated, 

And full in the face of its owmer 
Flung the glove— 

^ “ Your heart’s queen, you dethrone her ? 

So should I ” — cried the King — “ ’twas mere vanitj-. 
Not love, set the task to humanity ' ” 

Lords and ladies alike turned with loathing 
From such a proved w'olf in sheep’s clothing 

Not so, I ; for I caught an expression 
In her brow’s undisturbed self-possession 
Amid the Court’s scoffing and memment. 

As if from no pleasing experiment 
She rose, yet of pain not much heedful 
So long as the process was needful — 

As if she had tned in a crucible 

To what “ speeches like gold ” were reducible. 

And, finding the finest prove copper. 

Felt the smoke in her face was but proper ; 

To know what she had not to trust to, 
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Wn-. ^vorth :ai »!!f nnd d'T‘t iW. 

Sh'‘ v.-i-nt ovit ’mid liooltng and .awK • ' 

Cknx-nt M«roU,Uncd; I 

And a4.«l. as n gtarc, M sH ‘ , 

If shu v,hhc<-\ not lt»; ^ 

.. For 1 . I iptd:c-“ am a PtKt = ^ ^ 

“ Human nature, — behoves tba 

file told me, “Too long had I heard ^ 

“ Of the deed proved alone by the um ■ 

„ DC Lome 

*• With my scorn — ^^hat De Lorge c 
“And the endless descriptions ‘^cath 
“ He vrould brave when my hp fomicd . 

“1 must reckon as braved, or, of 
“ Doubt his word— and moreover, perforce, 

“ For such gifts as no lady could spuni, 

“Must offer my love in return. 

“ When I looked on the lion, it brought 
“ All the dangers at once to my thought, 

“ Encountered by all sorts of men 
“ Before he was lodged in his den, 

“ From the poor slave svhose club or bare ban 
“ Dug the trap, set the snare on the sands, 

“ With no King and no Court to applaud, 

“ By no shame, should he shrink, overawed, 

“ Yet to capture the creature made shift 
“That his rude boys might laugh at the gift,— 
“ To the page who last leaped o’er the fence 
“ Of the pit, on no greater pretence 
“ Than recover the bonnet he dropped 
“ Lest his pay for a week should be stopped — 
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So, wiser I judged it to make 
‘ One trial i\hat ‘ death for my sake ’ 

‘Really meant, ^^hile the power was yet mine, 

‘ Than defer it till time should define 
‘ Such a phrase not so simply as I, 

‘ I^Tio took it to mean just ‘ to die.’ 

The blow a glove gives is but weak — 

‘ Does the mark yet discolour my cheek ? 

‘ But when the heart suffers a blow, 

“Will the pain pass so soon, do you know ?” 

I looked, as away she was sweeping, 

And saw a youth eagerly keeping 
As close as he dared to the doorway : 

No doubt that a noble should more weigh 
His life than befits a plebeian , 

And yet, had our brute been Nemean — 

(I judge by a certain calm fervour 

The youth stepped with, forward to serve her) 

— He’d have scarce thought you did him the worst 
turn 

If you whispered “Friend, what you ’d get, first earn'” 

And when, shortly after, she earned 

Her shame from the Court, and they marned. 

To that marriage some happiness, maugre 
The voice of the Court, I dared augur. 

For De Lorge, he made women wath men vie. 

These in wonder and praise, those in envy ; 

And in short stood so plain a head taller 

That he wooed and won . . How do you call her ? 

The beauty, that rose in the sequel 
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'I'f. ih” Kit*,',’*- Irtvi-, whn k>v<.d ht-r a 'R-ec-k «<•*• 
And ’fAVA tK»:iCc<i lit: isc-.er honour 

Du (who lonkt-tl dajttli-'r- uj'oa ha) 

With the c.'i'.y commi^Mon of straching 
Hi*. lfj;s ill tiic -tn’ict and fetching 
Ilis wife frorti her chamber tho?e ctrasang 
Sad gloves she was always ritislajang. 

Wliilc the King took the closet to cltal in,— 
nut of course tliA adventure came pat in; 


And never he finished the story, 

How bringing the glove brought such glorj', 
But the wife smiled — “ His nerves are groi.n 
“ Mine he brings now and utter.-, no murmur . 


I'^niatli cccurrile morbo ! 

With which moral I drop iny theorbo. 
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LURIA; 

A TRAGEDY IN FIVE ACTS. 



, Dr-DtCA-rn 

litr r. lAM ATrrsii n urr 

1 Of IKY 

TO A c.ri:at dkamatk: tott: 

“UlMdM. V,1!A1 i WHTB « \V J-!"- ’ Ijlt 

— ir A lllr^'^I <n Kv Ai'OKt^^ns 

uoMiiv o> IMS <'ow-vroi;Ai*n--5, 

TO ^UAKl-SW-MOU 

ii.vv ir Ai'nsrf' m rf. ''-’'O^- 

!■« A nj^rrn;!. AD^u^.A^Io^, 

TO w.wrui sAVAcr. i^vkdor- 

.ifittrJ. 19, lS^6. 


PERSONS. 

Ldria, a Moor, Commander of the Florentine Forces. 

llnsAiN, a Moor, bU friemb tmA’S 

ruccio, ibe old Florentine Commander, now 
Officer. 

Braccio, CommL'.''ary of the Republic of norence. 
jACoro (Lapo), his Secretary, 

TiniJR^io, Commander of the Pisans. 

Domizia, a noble Florentine Lady. 


Time, 24—. 

ScEN'E. — L ueia’s Camp bdxceat Florence and 



Luria. 


ACT I. 

MORXING. 

Braccio, as dictating to his Secretar)' , Puccio 
standing by. 

Braccio. \To Puccio.] 

I ''HEN you join battle in an hour? 
i. Puc. Not I ; 

Luria, the Captain. 

Biac. \Toihe Secretary.] “ In an hour, the battle.” 
\To Puccio.] Sir, let your eye run o’er this loose 
digest, 

And see if very much of your report 

Have slipped away through my civilian phrase. 

Does this instruct the Signory aright 
How army stands with army ? 

Puc. l^Tahing the paperi] All seems here : 

That Luria, seizing with our City’s force 
The several points of vantage, hill and plain. 

Shuts Pisa safe from help on every side. 

And baffling the Lucchese arrived too late. 

Must, in the battle he delivers now, 

Beat her best troops and first of chiefs 

Brae. So sure ? 
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Tii'ui/to'*- it cun'.;j!ntnsic mpism tool 

/V,. Liim ho!i!'' I’i'A's fotune irs hand- 
Jirr.:. {7? iU Seeictary.] “The Sipnnry- hoW 
in tht-ir hand : '* 

Your ow-n pro-.td • okiicrrhip ‘s our \^arrr.nt, str. 

■S'ou, a*,hilf iny roerctnty end? his task, 

Have out two horsemen, by tl-.e open road', 

To {jost witti it to 1 ‘ioraire 

P:/'. [^Pffurnii!^ the /o/rr'.] All seems here , 
Un!c<-s . , . Scr Ilniccio, ’tis my last report ! 

Since Pisa's outbreak and my overthrow, 

And Luria'f. hastening at the city’.s call 
To save her as he only could, no doubt : 

Till now that she is saved or sure to be, — 

Whatever you tell Florence 1 tell you ; 

Each day's note you, her Commissary, make 
or Luria’s movements, I myself supply. 
bTo youngster am I longer, to my cost ; 

Therefore svhilc Florence gloried in her choice 
And vaunted Luria, whom but Luria still, 

As courage, prudence, conduct, zeal and faith 
Had never met in any man before, 

I saw no pressing need to swell the cry : 

But now, this last report and 1 have done — 

So, ere to-night come.s with its roar of praise, 

'Twere not amiss if someone old i’ the trade 
Subscribed with, “ True, for once rash counsel ’s best 
“ This Moor of the bad faith and doubtful race, 
“This boy to whose untried sagacity, 

“ Raw ralour, Florence trusts without reserve 
“The charge to save her, justifies her choice; 

“ In no point has this stranger failed his friends ; 
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Now praise”! I say this, and it is not here. 

£>ac. [Tb ihc Secretar}’.] Write, “Puccio, super- 
seded in the charge 

By Luria, bears full witness to his worth, 

And no reward our Signory can give 
Their champion but he’ll back it cheerfully.” 

Aught more ? Five minutes hence, both messengers ' 

[Exit Puccio. 

■Bfac. [Afta a pause, and •while he slcrwly tears the 
paper into shredsl\ 

I think . . . pray God I hold in fit contempt 
This warfare’s noble art and ordering, 

— once the brace of prizers fairly matched, 
Poleaxe with poleaxe, knife tvith knife as good, — 

Spit properly at what men term their skill . . . 

Yet here I think our fighter has the odds , 

With Pisa’s strength diminished thus and thus. 

Such points of vantage in our hands and such, 

With Lucca off the stage, too, — all ’s assured : 

Luria must win this battle. Write the Court 
That Luria’s trial end and sentence pass I 
Sec. Patron, — 

Brae. Aye, Lapo? 

Sec. If you trip, I fall ; 

’Tis in self-interest I speak — 

Brae. Nay, nay. 

You overshoot the mark, my Lapo ' Nay ! 

When did I say pure love ’s impossible ? 

I make you daily wite those red cheeks thin, 

Load your )'oung brow with what concerns it least. 
And, when we visit Florence, let you pace 
The Piazza by my side as if we talked, 

179 



Ikll< no<i Pomegn'.nntci. 

\V}u~Tf :U’ j oi:r o’cl nr r' snry • 

Vfia’t! til." for rii', I 'hon’d not l*c ytjr|)r!s-id ' 

Now *5:1 !i: 

X'.’. Sir, loot; nJKM;t and iovcyoiirkd'- 

Step after ^ti'p the Sijnorj- and yo'l 
'I’rcad gay till thi*! irc-riiefidnii't point 's to 1 
\\ liidi, p.is . not. par^ not < re joi! .vK j ourself 
Hear-- the htani sttadily turli draeght'- of Src, 

Or too dehciotis may not protethe pride 
Of till'. Hcret 'fnal you d.ircd pinn, 
rXitc execute, joti solit-iry here, 

Witli the grrty-hwided toothless fools at home, 

V\ho think thenneht-s >oiir lords, they ttre sttC 

slaves ? 

If they pronounce this sentence as )ou bid, 

Decl.'ire the treason, cl.tim its penalty, — 

And sudden out of all the .hUrc of life, 

On the best minute of his brightest day, 

I’rom that adoring army at liis back, 

'I'hro' Florence’ joyous crowds before Ids face. 

Into the dark you beckon Luria . , , 

Jfrac Then — 

Lapo, xvhen the fighting-people x-aiint, 

We of the other craft and mystery, 

May xvc not smile demure, the danger past ? 

St. Sir, no, no, no, — the danger, and your spirit 
At watch and ward ? AVhere ’s danger on your part 
With that thin flitting instantaneous steel 
'G.'iinst the blind bull-front of a brute-force xvorld ? 

If Luria, that 's to perish sure as fate. 

Should h.ave been re.illy guiltless after all? 

Mr/rc. Ah, you hax'e thought that ? 

I So 
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Sec. 


Here I sit, your scribe, 


arms 


And in and out goes Luria, days and nights ; 
his Puccio comes j the Moor his other friend, 
usain ; they talk — all that 's feigned easily ; 

He speaks (I would not listen if I could) 

Reads, orders, counsels; — but he rests sometimes, 
see him stand and cat, sleep stretched an hour 
n the lynx-skins, yonder ; hold his bared black 
nto the sun from the tent-opening ; laugh 
hen his horse drops the forage from his teeth 
And neighs to hear him hum his Moorish songs ; 
T^t man believes in Florence as the Saint 
Tied to the wheel believes in God ' 

^ £rac. strange — 

Vou too have thought Uiat ' 

Do but you think too, 
And all is saved ! I only have to ^^rlte, 

The man seemed false awhile, proves true at last ; 
Bury it ... so I write to the Signory . . . 

Bury this Trial in your breasts for ever, 

Blot it from things or done or dreamed about. 

So Luria shall receive his meed to-day 
With no suspicion what reverse was near, — 

As if no meteoric finger hushed 

The doom-word just on the destroyer’s lip, 

Motioned him off, and let life’s sun fall straight. 

.Brae. \Looks to ihe wall of the tent^ Didhedrawthat? 
Sec. With charcoal, when the watch 

Made the report at midnight ; Lady Domizia 
Spoke of the unfinished Duomo, you remember; 

That is his fancy how a Moorish front 
Might join to, and complete, the body, — a sketch, — 
iSi 
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In’: 


■■Isnilnv,. 

nr,u. He los.-. Ouit v.om.W. 

•'”’“ . VO'J ' 

Of Florence, — p’.e; on }ou a-; _ 

Fiorvnc,.-, n only for , 

Were .nrdy ‘-ife. What r.t>nll I v.»U . ^ 

A Moorish front, rror of M-.ch ill 

Upo, there's one world’s CCs^- 

r’T.'o »” '"■’'"“iir 

And hold our fate, ^uirned, 

llnvreln proved too much for Florc.jtine^ 

Even for the best and bravest of ourse %es 

If in the struggle tvhen the 

Before the statist's pen should 

And to the calm head yield the violent hand. 

Virtue on virtue still have fallen away 

Before ambition with unvarying fortune, 

'I’ill l-'lorcnce’ self at last in bitterness 
Be forced to own defeat the natural end. 

And, sparing further to expose her sons 
To a vain strife and profitless dis^ace, 

Have said "The Foreigner, no child of mine, . 
•‘Shall henceforth lead my troops, reach height 
height 

“The glory, then descend into the shame ; 

•‘So shall rebellion be less guilt in him, 

“ And punishment the easier task for me 

jf on the best of us this brand she sets, 
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Can I suppose an utter alien here, 

This Luria, our inc\-itable foe, 

Confessed a mercenary and a Moor, 

Bom free from any ties that bind tlie rest 
Of common faith in Heaven or hope on Earth, 

No Past with us, no Future, — such a Spirit 

Shall hold the path from which our staunchest broke. 

Stand firm where every famed precursor fell ? 

My Lapo, I .^vill frankly say these proofs 
So duly noted of the man’s intent. 

Are for the doting fools at home, not me ; 

The charges here, they may be true or false, 

~Vi’hat is set down ? Errors and oversights, 

^’liis dallying interchange of courtesies 
Mith Pisa’s General, all that hour by hour 
Puccio’s pale discontent has furnished us 
Of petulant speeches, inconsiderate acts, 

Now overhazard, overcaution now ; 

Even that he loves this Lady who believes 
She outwits Florence, and whom Florence posted 
By my procurement here, to spy on me, 

' Lest I one minute lose her from my sight — 

She who remembering her whole House’s fall. 

That nest of traitors strangled in the birth. 

Now labours to make Luria . . . poor device 
As plain . . . the instrument of her revenge ! 

_ — ^That she is ever at his ear to prompt 
Inordinate conceptions of his worth, 

■Exorbitant belief in its reward. 

And after, when sure disappointment follows. 
Proportionable rage at such a wrong — 

Why, all these reasons, while I urge them most, 
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Weigh H-ilh srv; k--'. nets f nothing 
ib-.'it !};o:uj lu-nrt of ‘ 

On itbn: I kno*.*.- nns^t yet I 
WiB niwr W, bficse^f- 1 Viw nncl bso-^ 
Brntc-forcr •,hal! not n)k J-lorcnce ! 

M.iy uiU- hc-r. bn<l or good .i‘' chance snp, 
r.nt Inic'ii'.rt it r.iinil he. pure sf haJ, 

And intidlwiV trncHtjon so hept up 
Tin the f;ood comes- Vre.;/ InteHect ' 

Not nrute-force brinpinp from the taltle-nc! 
'I'he attribute? of wisdom, forct-iglit’s graces 


Wc lent it there to lure its gros'-nes? on i 
All which it took for earnest and kept safe 
To sliov.' against us in our market-place, 

Just as the plumes .and tags and ‘ , 

O'etched from titc camp where at their foolish 
When all v.-.as done they frightened nobody) 

Perk in our faces in the street, forsooth, 

With our own warrant and allowance. No ! 

The whole procedure 's overcharged, — its end 
In too strict keeping svith the bad first step. 

To conquer Pisa was sheer inspiration ! 

Well then, to perish for a single fault, 

Let that be simple justice ! — Tliere, my I^po ! 
The Moorish front ill suits our Duomo’s body — 
Blot it out — and bid Luria’s sentence come ! 


Luria. [ W/io, with DoMlzi.t, has entered iinobsen’ci 
at the close of the last phrase, nose advanc:ng!\ 

And Luria, Luria, what of Luria now? 

Brae. Ah, you so close. Sir? Lady Domizia too? 

I said it needs must be a busy- moment 
184 


Luria. 


w one like you — that you were now i’ the thick 
or your duties, doubtless, while we idlers sate . . . 

that, paper,— it was in that paper 
" h^t you were saying ! 

Brae. Q}^ — dispatch ! 

■I censure you toTlorence: will you see? 

dispatch, the last, for the first time ? 
• should now ? For in truth, Domizia, 

He would be forced to set about another 
n his sly cool way, the true Florentine, 
o mention that important circumstance ; 

0 while he WTOte I should gain time, such time ! 

Do not send this ! 

. And wherefore ? 

These Lucchese 

Are not arrived — they never will arrive ! 

And 1 must fight to-day, arrived or not, 

And, I shall beat Tiburzio, that is sure, 

And then will be arriving my Lucchese, 

But slowly, oh so slowly, just in time 
To look upon my battle from the hills, 

Like a late moon, of use to nobody, — 

And I must break my battle up, send forth, 

Surround on this side, hold in check on that ! 

Then comes to-morrow, we negotiate, 

You make me send for fresh instructions home, 
r— Incompleteness, incompleteness ! 

Brae. Ah, we scribes ! 

Ydiy, I had registered that very point, 

The non-appearance of our foes’ ally, 

As a most happy fortune ; both at once 
Were formidable — singly faced, each falls. 
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}3clls and Pomegranates. 

:;ocro.u»ni;d.-cd. ""tfS* 

For nil o: tJn-m, the simpk- 3“^ * 

01<!, >assny. ^lihc. thst do not ' 

Our '.'.e,iri<f)mc pt-J.-.ntic .'irt 

I5v ^'lnch v.e prove retreat m'.> >■- ■ ■'__,^t,,jlega!’'' 

Th.) W.vnl re-.ult5 ... u, .ft tvete 

.Vnd vou, with vr.vrn.cst mish to lx ‘ 

Will :\ot be .ib!e now to 

•• Vour Bcrv.-.nt ha^ jx-tfotnicd h.*> t-s' ^ 

“ You ordered, helm e-xecuted: goo • 

•‘Kow walk the streets in holiday (j^jce. 

•‘ Congmtul.nte your friends, n DiiooifS 

..Then form bright groups bene.sth the 

sh.ide ! ” , . 

No ! you will have to .argue .and explain, 

Persu.adc them all is not so ill m die , 

Tease, tire them out ! Arrive. ,„ough 

Bom. aVcll, you will triumph for the 1 
Whatever be the Present's chance— no servi 
Falls to the ground with Florence; she auai 
Fler sa%aour, rvill receive him fitlingl) . 

£ur. Ah Braccio, you know Florence . • 

think you, • .n’" 

Receive one - . . what means “fittingly tecei' 

— Receive compatriots, doubtless — I am none . 
And yet Domi/.ia promises so much ! 

Brae. Kind women still give men a woman s pn 
I know not o’er which gate most boughs will arch, 
Nor if the Square will wave red flags or blue — 

I should have judged, the fullest of rewards 
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Luria. 

Our State gave Luria, when she made him cliief 
er whole force, in her best Captain’s place. 

^ ur. That my reward ? Florence on my account 
^eheved Ser Puccio ?— mark you, my reward ! 

nd Puccio’s hanng all the fight ’s true joy — 

Go^ here and there, directs, may fight himself, 

0 nile I must order, stand aloof, o’crsee ! 

”^5’ cahing — there was my true place ! 
s ould have felt, in some one over me, 

Florence impersonate, my visible Head, 

As I am over Puccio,— taking life 
irectly from her eye 1 — I'liey give me you ! 

But do you cross me, set me half to work ? 

1 enjoy nothing— but I will, for once ! 
ecide, shall we join battle ? may I wait ? 

J^rac. Let us compound the matter; wait till 
noon ; 

Then, no arrival, — 

. Ah, noon comes too fast ! 

I wonder, do you guess why I delay 

Involuntarily the final blow 

As long as possible ? Peace follows it ! 

Florence at peace, and the calm studious heads 
Come out again, the penetrating eyes ; 

As if a spell broke, all ’s resumed, each art 
You boast, more vivid that it slept awhile ! 

, Gainst the glad heaven, o’er the white palace-front 
The interrupted scaffold climbs anew ; 

The -walls are peopled by the Painter’s brush ; 

The Statue to its niche ascends to dwell ; 

The Present’s noise and trouble have retired 
And left the eternal Past to rule once more. — 
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Bells niui Pomegranates. 
Gr.‘«c Siic^. "ii-S' y«‘>- 


—Hut «'51 ''j;.^f'pJJ*fo^ns5ke. 

/>7-; liu-h.'fl i.'i * ■' 

or which his actions solinp «!> ^um 
By •..iviny, r.!! th.i! -.utiI IvAorc too. 

Will range .o'! part, '’*'5h ''■5'‘<^='' jn yo^’ 

Lur. Then I may twolk .or>d '^-otch ;-oa 


UadingSfc my rough life help, no nrore, 

?o tiifferen), so ntw, so lieaultful 
Nor feur that yon will tire to see 
The club that slew the lion, not, lha 
And shepherd-pipes come into n.^e agai 
For vciy- lone and silent seems my was 
In its drear vastness— still it spreads, . 

No Braccios, no Doinizias anywhere— ^ 

Not ever more ! — Well, well, to-da> is ^ of 
Dent. [Tc Brac] Should he not have be 

us? 


Zw. Oh, no I 

Not one of you, and so escape the thnll 
Of coming into you, and changing thus,— 

Feeling a soul grow on me that restricts 
The boundless unrest of the savage heart ! 

The sea heaves up, hangs loaded o’er the land. 
Breaks there and buries its tumultuous strength , 
Horror, and silence, and a pause awhile ; 
ho, inland glides the gulf-stream, miles away, 

In rapture of assent, subdued and still, 

'Neatb those strange banks, those unimagined skies ! 
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Luria. 

^ euj ;tis not sure the quiet lasts for ever ! 

OUT placid heads still find our hands new work ; 
ome minutes’ chance — there comes the need of 
mine — - 

^^d, all resolved on, I too hear at last. 

On, you must find some use for me, Set Braccio ! 

”^5’ strength j ’twerc best dispose of it ! 

' ™ created, see that you find food for— 

I shall he dangerous else ! 

How dangerous. Sir? 

, Oh, there are many ways, Domizia warns me, 
^nd one with half the power that I possess, 

Grows very- formidable 1 Do you doubt ? 
iiy, first, who holds the army . . . 

While we talk 

' °tn wears, we keep you from your proper place 
In, the field !— 

Lur. Nay, to the field I move no more ! — 
My., part is done, and Puccio’s may begin ! 

I rannot trench upon his province longer 
^\ith any face. — You think yourselves so safe? 

'^hy see — in concert with Tiburzio, now — 

One could . . . 

^ trumpet ! 

My Lucchese at last ! 
Arrived, as sure as Florence stands ! your leave ! 

\Springs out. 

Dorn. How plainly is true greatness charactered 
By such unconsciousness as Luria’s here. 

And sharing least the secret of itself! 

Be it with head that schemes or hand that ac^, 

Such save the world which none but they could save, 
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d presently will work, so, meantime, plays : 
tence more than ever 1 believ'e in him. 

Brae, \Afttr a The sword I At best, the 

soldier, as he says, 

Florence — the black face, the barbarous name, 

)r Italy to boast her show of the age, 

er man of men ! — To Florence with each letter ! 
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ACT 11- 

.'.’OON. 

IXvn. Tell, I-lorcno-, .w.n1! I re.-!di thee, pierce tlif 
^>eert _ . , 

Thro’ nil it"? snfe^n'.nrcls ? 1 late is reiid to n p-^ 

Quicken the eye, ini'i^tomte the .irm, 

And this my Imte, made of so many hate^, 

Might sl.nnd in sconi of viMhlc instrumem, 

And v.-iil thee dead . . - yet do I trust it not; 

Nor Man’s devicc-s nor Heaven’s menior) 

Of ivicherlncss forgot on Earth so soon, 

But thy own nature, — Hell and thee I trust, 

To Itcep thee constant in that wickedness, 

Where my revenge may meet thee : turn aside 
For gratitude a single step, or shame, — 

Grace thou this Luria, this wild mass of rage 
That I prepare to launch against thee now, 

With other payment than thy noblest found, 

Give his desert for once its due reward, — 

And past thee would mj' sure destruction roll. 

But thou who mad’st our House thy sacrifice, 

It cannot be thou dost except this Moor 
From the accustomed fate of ze.al and truth ; 

Thou wilt deny his looked-for recompense, 

And then — I reach thee ! Old and trained, my sire 
Could bow down on his quiet broken heart, 

Die awe-struck and submissive, when at last 
The strange blow came for the expected weath ; 

And Poraio passed in blind bewilderment 
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iitver to return, — they say, 

Perplexed in his frank simple honest soul 
As y some natural law had changed, — how else 
Could Florence, on plain fact pronouncing thus, 
Judge Pbrzio’s actions worthy such an end ? 

Put Berto, tvith the ever-passionate pulse, 

~Oh that long night, its dreadful hour on hour, 
n which no way of getting his fair fame 
'rom their inexplicable charges free, 

^ found save to pour forth the impatient blood 
And show its colour whether false or no ! 

My brothers never had a friend like me 
Close in their need to watch the time, then speak, 
—Burst with a wakening laughter on their dream, 
Say, Florence was one falsehood, so false here, — 
And show them what a simple task remained — 

To leave dreams, rise, and punish in God’s name 
The City wedded to its wickedness — 

None stood by them as I by Luria stand ! 

So, when the stranger cheated of his due 
Turns on thee as his rapid nature bids, 

Then, Florence, think, a hireling at thy throat 
For the first outrage, think who bore thy last, 

Yet mutely in forlorn obedience died ! 

He comes . . his friend . . black faces in the camp 
Where moved those peerless brows and eyes of old ! 


Enter Luria and Husain. 

Dom. Well, and the movement— is it as you hope? 
’Tis Lucca ? 

Lnr. Ah, the Pisan trumpet merely ! 
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Bells and Pomegranates, 

•I'sburiioV, ciivoy I ’’’ jf I lingered 

Wi'.nn! I luthdrav.' DC'i«rt . > ‘ ‘ ‘ 

You could not ^vnndco for time - 

'rhe o-.ertr-kinj; night brings I' ^ ,c,ii 

And «hm: wit then iw room for mtne. 
Rcnic!nl>*-Tv.lK;i vns first to promise it, ^ 

And <:n«cs those who also a-in per.orm . 

Ar/r. This tnimpet from th.e Fi^ns . 

A «o-‘ noble prcsonce-Rmccio-s visage ^ 

On Ifoccio's body-calm and f.vcd and good . 

A man I seem as I had seen before 
Most like it was some statue had 

Z.vr. .Admit him ! This will prove the last a 
/A/r. Ay, friend, go on, and die ‘lt°u_go. g _ 
Thou heard-st what Uie grave woman ^id bi. ^ 
To-night rewards thee ! 1 hat is wel 

But stop not therefore ; hc,ar it, and go o. . 

Zur. Oh, their reward and triumph and the re.! 
They round me in the ears with, all day on^, 

But that, I never took for earnest, friend . 

Well would it suit us,— their triumphal arch 
Or storied pillar, thee and me, the Aloors ! 

Just gratitude in those Italian eyes 
That, we shall get ? 

It is too cold an air 

Our sun rose out of yonder mound of mist 
AMiere is he now ? So I trust none of them ! 

Lur. Truly? ,, 

Hits. I doubt and fear. There stands a wall 

’Twixt our expansive and explosive race 
And those absorbing, concentrating men ! 
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They use thee ! 

And I feel it, Husain ; yes, 

And care not — yes, an alien force like mine 
s only called to play its part outside 
Their different nature ; where its sole use seems 
To fight with and keep off an adverse force 
As alien, — which repelled, ours too witlidraws ; 

Inside, they know not what to do with me ; 

So I have told them laughingly and oft, 

But long since I prepared to learn the worst 
Hus. What is the worst? 

I will forestall them, Husain, 
And speak my destiny they dare not speak — 

Banish myself before they find the heart ' 

I will be first to say, “ the work rewards ! 

I know, for all your praise, my use is over, 

So may it be 1 — meanwhile ’tis best I go, 

And carry safe my memories of you all 
To other scenes of action, newer lands,” — 

Thus leaving them confirmed m their belief 
They would not easily have tired of me ! 

You think this hard to say? 

Hus. Say it or not, 

So thou but go, so the}' but let thee go ! 

This hating people, that hate each the other. 

And in one blandness to us Moors unite — 

Locked each to each like slippery snakes, I say, 

Which still in all their tangles, hissing tongue 
At threatening tail, ne’er do each other harm ; 

While any creature of a better blood, 

They seem to fight for, while they circle safe 
And never touch it, — pines without a wound 
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^Vkhct^> away trt.Tc»rc cheir cy 


. and hK3.\h. 


Kt-e thou !i ruccio — r- - . . • 


thou if i'ucfio conif r.Pt 


Of iJrafcw-- ' — . . . .„ne 

And V>ncci<> icifcly from ■* , {^^nd of all, 

Who haus hin, nunt l-Uut tbou, the. fn.n 

• . Come out of them I 

I/i,s. ISrcathc free— it is an enemy, no fntn 

Lur. He heei« his instincts, 

Their weifect use in hnn ; and 

Rest not. are .anxious without usWc ^ - . 

When clmnge is m the e.emen - ‘ ,j,j.nd. 

For thmider, festal fire for lishtmng s flash, • • 
The finer tniits of cultiv.ated hfc 
For ireacher)- and malevolence . 


but wait yout 


EitUr Tinui’vZio. 

Lur. Quick, sir, your message. 

To sound thc^ charge. You bring not 
For truce ?— 1 would not, for your General . 
You spoke of truce— a time to fight is come. 
And whatsoe’er the fight’s event, he keeps 
His honest soldier’s name to beat me wit , 

Or leaves me all himself to be.at, I trust ! 

Tib. I am Tiburzio. 

£j,r^ You? Ah, yes . 

You were the last to keep the ford i’ the valley 
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From Puccio, when I threw in succours there ! 

Why, I was on the heights — tliro’ the defile 
Ten minutes after, when the prey was lost ! 

\ ou wore an open scull-cap with a twist 
Of water-reeds — the plume being hewn away ; 

^\Tiile I drove down my battle from the heights, 

I saw with my own eyes ! 

And you are Luria 

^\’bo sent my cohort, that laid down its arms 
In error of the battle-signal’s sense, 

Back safely to me at the critical time — 

One of a hundred deeds — I know ) ou ! Therefore 
To none but you could I . . . 

No truce, Tiburzio ! 

Ti6. Luria, you know the peril ’s imminent 
On Pisa, — that you have us in the toils. 

Us her last safeguard, all that intercepts 
The rage of her implacablest of foes 
From Pisa, — if we fall to-day, she falls. 

Tho’ Lucca will arrive, yet, ’tis too late. 

You have so plainly here the best of it 
That you must feel, brave soldier that you are. 

How dangerous we grow in this extreme. 

How truly formidable by despair ; 

Still probabilities should have their weight 

The extremest chance is ours ; but that chance failing 

You win this battle: wherefore say I this? 

To be well apprehended when I add 
This danger absolutely conies from you. 

Were you, ivho threaten thus, a Florentine . . . 

ZuK Sir, I am nearer Florence than her sons. 

I can, and have perhaps obliged the State, 
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KcT iwitl n isttrt' 5^«n’i. 

TtL 

■VN'crc you thu son of I'iorcncc, vcl endued 
Wuh u!i ycur prerenl nobleness of soul, 

Ko question, v.lmt I ntuM commuiuatc 

^Vould r.oi (iet-teb you front hvr. 

'rime urges : you will ntin presently 
J'isn, vou never knew, for J-lorcnce su e 
You think you know. I h.ive from t.me to urn 
Made prize of certain acerct missives sen 
From Ilmccio here, tlie Commissary, homc- 
And knowing Florence othenv.se. can p.^c 
The entire chain out from these scattered links. 
Your Trial occupies the Signory ; 

They .sit in judgtneni on your conduct notv . 
Wien men at home enquire into the acts 
Which in the field e’en foes appreciate . - • 
Brief, they are Florentines 1 Vou, saving them, 
Will seek the sure destruction saviours Im . 


Zf/c. 'Fiburzio — . , 

'ff/,. All the wonder is of course . 

J am not here to teach you, or direct, 

Only to loy.illy apprise — scarce that, 
q’his is the latest letter, sealed and safe. 

As it left here an hour ago. One way 
Of two thought free to Florence, I command. 

The duplicate is on its road : — but this, 

Read it, and then I shall have more to say. 

Zkc. Florence ! 

Tifi. Now, were yourself a Florentine, 

This letter, let it hold the worst it can, 
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I^uria. 

W ould be no reason you should fall awaiy — 

The Mother dtj’ is the mother still, 

And recognition of the children’s service 
Her own affair ; reward . . there ’s no reward ! 
But you are bound by quite another tie ; 

J’>or hature shows, nor Reason, ^Yhy at first 
A foreigner, born friend to all alike. 

Should give himself to any special State 
More than another, stand by Florence’ side 
Bather than Pisa’s — ’tis as fair a city 
^ ou war against, as that you fight for — famed 
As well as she in story, graced no less 
^^ith noble heads and patriotic hearts, — 

-^or to a stranger’s eye would either cause, 
Stripped of the cumulative loves and hates 
^Vhich take importance from familiar view. 

Stand as the Right, and Sole to be upheld. 
Therefore, should the preponderating gift 
Of love and trust Florence was first to throw, 
l^Tiich made you hers not Pisa’s, void the scale, - 
Old ties dissolving, things resume their place 
And all begins again. Break seal and read ! 

At least let Pisa offer for you now ' 

And I, as a good Pisan, shall rejoice — 

Tho’ for myself I lose, in gaining you. 

This last fight and its opportunity ; 

The chance it brings of saving Pisa yet. 

Or in the turn of battle dying so 

That shame should want its extreme bitterness. 

Lm-. Tiburzio, you that fight for Pisa now 
As I for Florence . . say my chance were yours ' 
You read this letter, and you find . . no, no ! 
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‘ * i i 

T<io J 

77k 1 read the ktter, imd thej* 

When I }a\o rni>-h«5 thiir foa So mda tne: vrell? 
/.nr. And yon, their captain, what i*- it you do? 
T/7\ Why AK it ?>., all citka .are .alike — 

1 diati be as btJicd, whaic'cr the event, 

As joii, or more: rny vve.ik' head, tlrcy will .say, 
IVompied this last e\j> dient, my faint heart 
Entailed cm them indelible disgrace, 

Both which defects ask proper punishment. 

Another temirc of obedience, mine ! 

You .are no son of Pisa's : bre.ak and read ! 

/nr. And act on what I read ? what .act were fit? 
If the firm .fixed found.ation of my faith 
In Florence, who to me stands for Mankind, 

— If that brc.aks up and, disemprisoning 
From the abyss . . . Ah frietrd, it cannot be ! 

K?iv .w.r," A\5- f cry <.Tge, ycY . . .nV ote- .YtnaW 
Having to fail, or your sagacity, 

You do not wish to find yourself alone ! 

'What would the world be worth? Whose love be 
sure ? 

The world remains — you arc deceived ! 

Tik Your hand 1 

1 lead the vanguard. — If you fall, beside. 

The better — 1 am left to speak ! For me. 

This was my duty, nor would I rejoice 
If I could help, it misses its effect : 

And after ,all yo'u w ill look gallantly 

Found dead Irene with that letter in 5 ’our breast ! 

/nr. TiburzioV^ would see these people once 
And test them er<^ answer finally ! 
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Luria. 

At jour arrival let the trumpet sound : 

If mine returns not then the wonted crj', 

It m^ns that I believe — am Pisa’s ! 

WeW ! [£xty. 

Lut. My heart will have it he speaks true ! Mj' 
blood 

Beats close to this Tiburzio as a friend ; 

If he had stept into mj' watch-tent, night 
And the wide desert full of foes around, 

I should have broke the bread and given the salt 
Secure, and when mj' hour of watch was done 
Taken my turn to sleep between his knees 
Safe in the unclouded brow and honest cheek. 

Oh, world where all things pass and nought abides, 

Oh, life the long mutation — is it so ? 

Is it with life as with the bodj’’s change ? 

Where, e’en tho’ better follow, good must pass, 

Nor manhood’s strength can mate with boyhood’s 
grace, 

Nor age’s wisdom in its turn find strength, 

But silently the first gift dies awaj’, 

And tho’ the new stays — never both at once ' 

Life’s time of savage instinct ’s o’er with me. 

It fades and dies aw .ay, past trusting more, 

As if to punish the ingratitude 

With which I turned to groiv in these new lights 

And learned to look with European eyes. 

Yet it is better, this cold certain way, 

YTiere Braccio’s brow tells nothing, — Puccio’s mouth, 
Domizia’s eyes reject the searcher . . yes . . 

Por on their calm sagacity I lean. 

Their sense of right, deliberate choice of good, 
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^ • tt. ac-l ■sTiSh we. 

'rh.v. !v’i Ihev knfi-x my tit-ec’- tU> . 

V,- Ih-il )-•. . . 'Mt is '5’ , 

Li ith ' 

Yes— t.-lien the d&iert cr&i'.ures he-an, - • 

Anwl the rx-iUcrittR tcJnFved 3«ii 
Retnu. into the if 

The raini instnict-.-d eye of Kern o. 

By the t.o!e lx,.trinp of the ndh’-e staB 

Sure t\ai «hen the 3 ^in,- 

The boundtiriw, !o=t notf, siw . nil I ~ 

Ti,e i«hn.lrecs nnd the i.yrnm.tl over nil 

V« : I trun norcnce-Pisa ts decoded. 


must 


Rr.^ccio, Peccio, n/.vfDoMiriA- 
i7r^..Koon’sainnend: no Lveen ! You 

Zi/r. Do you rentcniber ever, gentle friends, 

I am no hlorcntinc? 

I' 5s yourself 

Who still arc forcing us ^ 

To bear in mind uh.nt else ^vc should fo.,c_ 
Z»n Tor loss !-For .vhnt I lose m bemg no-t 
No shrewd man, such as you yourselves respec , 
But would remind you of the stranger s loss 
In natural friends and advocates at home. 
Hereditary loves, or riwlships. 

With precedents for honour and reward. 

Still, there ’s a gain, too ! If you recollect. 

The stranger’s lot has special gain as well ! 

Do you forget there was my own far East 
I might have given away myself to,'once, 



Luria. 

As now to Florence, and for such a gift, 
htood there like a descended Deity ? 
here, worship greets us ! what do I get here ? 

„ \Sfi 07 vs the Idler. 

ee Chance has put into my hand the means 
zoning what I earn, before I work ! 

^ better, should I fight the worse. 

It tjie crown palpably before me ? see ! 

Here lies my. whole reward ! Best know it now ? 

**■ ^or the end’s entire delight ? 

_ nm If you scr\’e Florence as the vulgar serve, 
or swordsman’s pay alone, — break seal and read ! 
n t at case you will find your full desert ! 
h.vr. Give me my one last happy moment, friends ! 
ou need me now, and all tlie gratitude 
^is letter may contain would never balance 
e after-feeling that your need ’s at end ! 

•This moment . . Oh the East has use with you ! 

Its sword still flashes . . is not flung aside 
'^ith the past praise in a dark corner yet ! 

How say you ? ’Tis not so with Florentines — 
Captains of yours — for them, the ended war 
Is but a first step to the peace begun 
~-He who did well in war just earns the right 
1o begin doing well in peace, you know ! 

Now, certain my precursors, — would not such 
Took to themselves in such a chance as this, 

Secure the ground they trod upon, perhaps ? 

For I have heard, by fits, or seemed to hear. 

Of strange occurrences, ingratitude. 

Treachery even, — say that one of you 
Surmised this letter carried what might turn 
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Ik'Us And Pomcgrnnatci:. 

•Vu 5t;mn her. .ih'-u c.n:- him pa'jtK-iice- 
Wl,«t -Aouk-i he do? ! 

/to-j. liunh .ina 

Turn her qv.o ferre the aty ^ « b 

Anil ( -a the montent when i tt 

Sounded (Icft-sncv .• . //• I'/.-rr^rV/.rr^'*'- 

fTii!fi>.ztO-K /rww/// r. • 

, ^ Ah, yo« Florentine^ . 

My Mn.ple Moorish inA.nct k-.ids to 

Ini d«piT[ Sound our unsnver, 1 should 
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ACT III. 


A KTERNOON. 


Puccio, as nialiug a report to J \coro. 

Puc. And here, your Captam must report the rest ; 
or, as 1 say, the main engagement ov er, 
nd Luria’s special part in it performed, 

O'v could subalterns like myself expect 
isure or leave to occupy the field 
And glean t\hat dropped from his wide harx’csting? 

1 thought when Lucca at the battle’s end 
Came up, just as the Pisan centre broke, 

That Luria would detach me and pre\ent 
The fijing Pisans seeking what they found, 

Triends m the rear, a point to rally by 
But no — •more honourable proved my post ! 

1 had the august captive to escort 

Safe to our camp — some other could pursue. 

Tight, and be famous ; gentler chance was mine— 
Tiburzio’s wounded spirit must be soothed ! 

He ’s in the tent there. , 

Jac. Is the substance dow n ? 

I wnte— “ The vanguard beaten, and both wings 
In full retreat — ^Tiburzio prisoner 
And now,-‘‘ That they fall back and form again 
On Lucca’s coming ”-my *en, after all, 

Tis half a victory, no served. 

Puc. Two operations where a soie 

And Luria’s fault was^-?^ , 
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Bells anti Pomegranates, 

Vo!) have tJw felfon^m/isman's .-ympaiiiy! 

Thi’rv’*, non'; know?, like a fc!lo;v of tlie craft 
Th'- a!! uiH-’.jifijat'd MJfn of fuins 
'n-M yo to ,1 succo vj tile v.-or(<J can <«;; 

'Dscy |jrai<-e then, but tfic i>i»i tiicy never know t 
— Jiut you know i'—Oii, if «-nvy miK widi it, 

Hate even, s!!!! the bottom prawe of ali, 
tS’iiatcver be Stie drejii, tliai drop’s jiure gold ! 

— I'or nothing’’, like it : tiodiirig tbe records 
'I’liosc daily, nightly drippings in the dark 
or the }tc.art’s blood the world lets droj) .iway 
I'or ever . . So, pure gold Uiat praise must be ! 

And I liavo yours, my soldier ; yet the best 
J.s still to come — tliere's one looks on apart 
lA'hom all refers to, failure or success ; 

\Vbat's done miglit be our best, our utmost work, 
And yet inadequate to serve his need : 

Here’s llraccio now, for Horence — here’s our scr- 
I'ice — 

Well done for us, is it well done for him ? - 
The chosen engine, tasked to its full strength 
Answers the end? — Should he ha\'e chosen higher? 
Do we help Florence, now our best is done ? 

i?«rr. This battle, with the foregone services, 

Saves Florence. 

Lur. Why then, all is very well ! 

Here am I in the middle of my friends, 

Who know me and who love me, one and all 1 
And yet . . ’tis like . . this instant wliile I speak 
Is like the turning moment of a dream 
■WTien , . . Ah, you are not foreigners like me ! 

Well then, one always dreams of friends at home, 
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Luna. 

And always comes, I say, the turning point 
''Tien something changes in the friendly eyes 
That love and look on you . . so slight, so slight 
And yet it tells you they are dead and gone, 

Or changed and enemies foi all their words, 
all is mockeiy, and a maddening show ! 

^ ou, now, so kind here, all you Florentines, 
hat is it in your eyes . . those lips, those brows 
Nobody spoke it . . yet I know it ell ' — 

Come now — this battle saves you, all ’s at end, 

^our use of me is o’er, for good, for evil, — 

Come now, what’s done against me, while I speak. 

In Florence? Come ! I feel it in my blood. 

My eyes, my hair, a voice is in my ear 
That spite of all this smiling and kind speech 
You are betraying me ' What is it you do ? 

Have it your way, and think my use is over ; 

That you are sav'ed and may' throw off the mask — 
Have It my way, and think more w ork remains 
YTiich I could do, — so show y'ou fear me not ' 

Or prudent be, or generous, as you choose, 

But tell me — tell what I refused to know 
At noon lest heart might fail me ' Well ? That 
letter ? 

My fate is known at Florence ' What is it ? 

Brae. Sir, I shall not conceal what you divine; 

It is no novelty for innocence 
To be suspected, but a pnvilege . 

The after certain compensation comes 
Charges, I say not whether false or true. 

Have been preferred against you some time since, 
Which Florence was bound plainly to receive, 
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Bclis nnd Pomegranates. 

A;sti «h!d> Atf $!:< u f'sri* I'.W' 

Tiv? tiue ?!!■.< Tita! *■' a.iF. 

I dou5)‘. mt {«)t yotir inn>>Ci,*fv'c «-tli flunc 

Appiftnt .“.nt! » t-'i 

'}<» tfu-n; this tvt'ninjt svhen the nisi ends. 

Imk My trial? 

/Airr. n,'.rcnce, Hortitcc to the end. 

My '.vhok- itcart thankt thee ! , , > 

/W. [ 7h Irii sccfo.] t\'h-T‘ is “ Trial/' Sir ? 

It TOs (or a 'Pfi-al — nirely no — 

I furnished yon those ttotc.-. from time to time? 

I fiold myself .ait^rievcd — 1 am .a man — 

And I might speak, — .at-, and the mere truth, too, 
And yet not mean at bottom of my heart 
What should assist a — ^Trial, do you say ? 

You should have told me ! 

Nay, goon, go on 1 
His sentence ! Do tlicy sentence ? Yli.at is it ? 
The block? Whc-ci? 

Brae. Sentence there is none as yet, 

Nor sh.all I give my own opinion here 
Of Nvhat it should be, or is like to be : 

Wlien it is p.assed, applaud or disapprove ! 

Up to that point what is there to impugn ? 

Lur. They are right, then, to try- me ? 
l^rae. j assert 

M.aintain and justify the absolute right 
Of Florence to do all she can h.ave done 
In this proccdurt^ — standing on her guard, 

Receiving even services like yours 
With utmost fit suspicious wariness. 

In other matters — keep the mummery up ] 
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Take all the experiences of the whole world, 

Each knowledge that broke thro’ a heart to life, 

Each reasoning which to work out cost a brain, 

In other cases, know these, warrant these. 

And then dispense with them — ’tis very well ' 

Let friend trust friend, and love demand its like. 

And gratitude be claimed for benefits, — 

There ’s grace in that — and when the fresh heart breaks 
The new brain proves a martyr, what of it ? 

IMiere is the matter of one moth the more 
Singed in the candle at a summer’s end ? 

But Florence is no simple John or James 
To have his toy, his fancy, his conceit. 

That he ’s the one excepted man by fate. 

And, when fate shows him he ’s mistaken there. 

Die with all good men’s praise, and yield his place 
To Paul and George intent to try their chance : 
Florence exists because these pass away ; 

She ’s a contrix ance to supply a type 
Of Man which men’s deficiencies refuse; 

She binds so many, she grows out of them — 

Stands steady o’er their numbers tho’ they change 
And pass away . . there ’s always what upholds. 
Always enough to fashion the great show ! 

As, see, yon hanging city in the sun 
Of shapely cloud substantially the same ! 

A thousand vapours nse and sink again, 

Are interfused, and live their life and die, — 

Yet ever hangs the steady show i’ the air 
Under the sun’s straight influence . that is well ! 

That is worth Heaven to hold, and God to bless ' 

And so is Florence,— the unseen sun above, 
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'lint dr.wr. and holds .suspended ."!! of t!s -- 
Binds irrsnsient mist.s and vap^iun* into one 
DiiTcring front e.ach and better than they at!. 

And shall she dare to stake this fH-Ttnanence 
On any one man’s faith ? Man’s heart Is tveak, 
And its temptations many : let her prove 
Each servant to the very tittennost 
Before she grant hitn her reward, I say! 

Dorn. .And as for hearts she clwnce.s to rnistakcj 
Tliat are not de.stined to receive reward, 

AVhal should she do for these? 

Brae. What docs she no 

Say that she give.s them but herself to serve ! 
Here’s Luria — what had profited his strength, 
When half an hour of sol>cr fancying 
Had shown him step by step the uselessness 
Of strength c.\ertcd for its proper sake ? 

But the truth is she did create that strength, 

Drew to the end the corresponding means. 

The world is wide . . arc we the only men ? 

Oh, for the lime, the social puqjose’ sake. 

Use words agreed on, bandy epithets. 

Call any man, sole Great and Wise and Good ! 

But shall we, therefore, standing by ourselves, 
Insult our souls and God with the same speech ? 
There, swarm the ignoble thousands under Him — 
What marks us from the hundreds and the tens ? 
Florence took up, turned all one way the soul 
Of Luria with its fires, and here he stands ! 

She takes me out of all the world as him, 

Fixing my coldness till like ice it stays 
The fire ! So, Braccio, Luria, which is best ? 
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All, brave me? And is this indeed the 
0 gain jour good word and sincere esteem ? 

^ ro I the baited tiger that must turn 

fight his baiters to deserve their praise? 
edience has no fruit then ? — Be it so ' 

0 )0u indeed remember I stand here 

e Captain of the conquering armj’, — mine — 

>th all your tokens, praise and promise, ready 
0 show for what their names were when you gave, 
ot what you style them now you take away? 

1 Call in my troops to arbitrate, 

• nd in their first enthusiastic thrill 

'ictory, tell them how you menace me — 
omiuending to their plain instinctive sense, 

I y story first, your comment afterward, — 

^dl they take, think y ou, part w ith you or me ? 

' hen I say simply, I, the man they know, 
nding my work, ask payment and find Florence 
Has all this while provided silently 
-Against the day of pay and proving w ords, 
what you call my sentence that ’s to come 
''^dl they sit waiting it complacently ? 

^^^en 1 resist that sentence at their head 


proud 


What Will you do, my mild antagonist ? 

Srac. Then 1 will rise like fire, 
tnumphant , i, , 

That Florence knew you thoroughly an 
And so was saved ; “ See, Italy, I H 

The need of our precautions 
‘ Was far advanced, just touche ^ 

"Less subtle cities had this ' ” 

“But we were wiser, at the end comes t 


and 
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% ‘ 4 I '•11 invr 

And fr^'^ni inintUc all >n\.r 
Thu scry of MorcsKc cry ag^un 
The all fs.vJin-, uiu nd-.irtng l-«n.-<, 

Kescp.tina her fir*-'. ^ “ 

As if ire only .hone rnul cn=t no r..»rU 
He only vr.nlkcfl the earth with prinl-i.c 
Ayainst Mispicion. fre-o from enusmg le-'f “ 

Turned round and stood on hts defuice. 

And you wdl sink into the s.av.ago , 

Rcrv.ard? E j Thus 


.nwani f , 

Lur, And Florence knew me lhu> 


Thus I Imre 


And thus you, with the clear Tme -nidkcl, 
Braccio, the cold acute instructed m md 
Out of the stir, so calm and , 

Reported me— how could you ot m . • 

Ay?— .and what dropped from jw. ) 
over? 

Your information, Puccio ? l^tt ) 

And undersumding sympathy approve 
Such a report of me? Was this the end ? 

Or is this the end even ? Can I stop 
You, Lady, with the woman’s stand apart, 

The heart to see with, not those le.arned eyes, 

I cannot fathom why you would destroy me 
It is but natural, therefore, 1 should .ask 
Had you a further end m all you spoke, 

All I remember now for the first time? 

Dorn. I .am a daughter of the Traversan, 
Sister of Porzio and of Berto both. 

I have foreseen all that h.as come to pass : 



Luria. 


I knew the Florence that could doubt their faith, 

I'lust needs mistrust <a stranger’s — holding hack 
Reward from them, must hold back his reward. 

^Vnd I believed, that shame they bore and died, 

He would not bear, but live and fight ag.ainst — 

Seeing he was of other stuff than they. 

Lur. Hear them ! All these against one Foreignei 
^d all this while where is in the whole world 
To his good faith a single witness ? 

■ Ttburzio. has entered dining the preceding 

dialogue?^ Here 1 

Thus 1 bear witness to it, not in word 
Tut deed. I live for Pisa ; she ’s not lost 
Ty many chances, — much prevents from that 1 
Her army has been beaten, I am here, 

Tut Lucca comes at last, one chance exists. 

1 rather had see Pisa three times lost 


Than saved by any traitor, even you. 

The example of a traitor’s happy fortune 
Would bring more evil in the end than goo 
Pisa rejects such ; save yourself and her ! 


L in her name, resign forthwith to you 
Rly charge, — the highest of her .offices. 

You shall not, by my counsel, turn on * oren 
Her army, give her calumny that groun 
Nor bring it with you : you are all we 6=^'"’ 

And all she’ll lose, a head to dec som head. 

And save the crown’s cost that should deck U 

Leave her to perish in her gyes, 

Plague-stricken and s‘«PP® ‘ .g souths ! 

A proverb and a bye wor i „iace — 

GoyoutoPisa-Horencersmyplace 
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Ja'X^v me Uj It'!! fitr of dv; rtciiatif 

I from thv fin,: told Pi'-a, fcnc«’.'iiSj; it. 

‘I'd Pis'! ! 

/>i r/r. .Ail, my Bmedo, are you caught ? 

/>rtio Puccio, good soldier and selected tnan, 
Whom 1 ii.a\c co-tir Impt hcnc.'.th my eye 
Rc.ady hr fit to c in this event 
Florence v.ho cle.ar foretold it from t!ie first — 

Tiiro’ me s!ie givia you the command and ciwige 
She (."ikes, tiiro' me, from him vdio held it late ! 
j\ p.iinful trial, very sore, ma.s your.s : 

All tliat could draw out, m.arsh.al in array 
The selfi.sh fussions 'gainst the public good — 

Slights, scorns, neglects, were heajKid on you to bear: 
And ever )'ou did bear and Ikiw ilie head ! 

It had been sony trial to precede 

Your feet, hold up the pronii.se of reward 

For luring gleam ; your footsteps kept the track 

Thro' dark and doubt: take all the light at once! 

Trial i.s over, co.nsummation shines ; 

Well you Ii.ive served, as well henceforth command ! 

P;/c. No, no . . I dare not . . I am grateful, glad ; 
But Luria — ^j-ou shall understand he 's sTronged — 

And he 's my Captain — this is not the svay 
We soldiers climb to fortune : think again ! 

The sentence is not even passed, beside ! 

I dare not . . where ’s the soldier could ? 

Zur. Now, Florence — 

Is it to be ? — You will know all the strength 
or the savage — to your neck the proof must go ? 

You will pro%-e the brute nature ? Ah, I see ! 

The sas’age plainly is impassible — 
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Luria. 


He keeps his calm way Ihro’ insulting words, 
old looks, sharp gestures — any one of which 
ould stop you and ofiend your finer sense ; 

if he steadily pursues the path 
> out a mark upon his callous hide 
'to the mere brushwood you grow angr)* with, 
leave the tatters of your flesh upon, 
ou have to learn that when the true bar comes, 
WV forest, the real obstacle, 

ich when you reach, you give the labour up, 

Or dash on, but lie down composed before, 

^He goes against it, like the brute he is 1 
I alls before him, or he dies in his course ! 

[Opt my course thro’ past ingratitude — 

. . it seem now as if I saw, 
ould not but see, those insults as they fell, 
let them glance from off me, very like, 
^ughing perhaps to think the quality 
You grew so bold on while you so despised, 

'^1'® floor’s dull mute inapprehensive mood, 
a# saving you ; I bore and kept my course : 

^ow real wrong fronts me — see if I succumb ! 
Florence withstands me?— I will punish her! 


night my sentence will arrive, you say . 
Till then I cannot, if I would, rebel 
Retaining my full power to will and do . 
After— it is to see. Tiburzio, thanks ! 


'0— you are free— join Lucca. I suspend 
Jl fiirther operations till the night. 

'hank you, Ld for the silence most of all ! 

To Braccio.I Let my self-justified accuser go 
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l,ena in a tnoment ..t j 

(’,0. .Sit. t 0 Florence ,,aUs iFe”’-. 

That while 1 wnit Ihesr sen ,1^,5. Hair 

YFc l) 0 Mi/iA.] You . . I.ad), > 

, n.y.. ._. 

When 1 

AIM to a«'to<.>ity->i>7“7 J 

Demands strict justice - oirdon you ! 

1 „,,3t-the Moor, -the o d'^ 

[71- Puccio.l Vuccto. my mists 
forth :-- 


i.-i.'i 


iherti 





Arr IV 


1 \ r I N 

I'r/rt HftJ 1 

/'« •. mn\ l^tia vcA\ drt ? Ah. >«ur;, f.m Sit. 
^our ami jcnjf stihi’io tl tiinsti r’-* ptr*. 

Jots'! Usat ; 1 till }i<a wlnt Isr t.'ii 

M'. Tncnd, jou m) 

Tne pmo, v-ntdi hoi. nt) tK.ttsf' p'-tj. »» 
j'V.r. Ikit rnntikiiKl .m not p-u'c-^ . there )Our 

fault ' 

'You cannot push iheni .tnd, the fir-t move made, 
l<can back to Uud) wlni the nei;! should he, 

In confident e that when 'tts fixtd .at length. 

You’ll find just Mhtrc jou Icit them, hl.aeka and 

whites; 

Mtn go on moving mIk n ^ow hand s ai\.i>. 

You build. I notirc, finn on lamas fmlh 

-n • , , . , linn 1 < hoose to DUllu, 

riiia whole time,- (irmner ui.an ^ 

II ho never doubted it — of old. that is 
With Luria in his ordinary mmd . 

But nov., oppression makes the wis • 

IIo»dol{Lho.ninot.«n,.nd«and 

And hold lus own against yo»>^ „ L 

But say that he withdraws to I ts-a . 

Then, even ifall happens to your wish. 

Which is a chance . • an oversight 

. -.1 ,1,., nroocr warrant came • 

Not waiting till the p P 
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You not tal'c lUitit v..'. . nut ouri !<» j:nc. 

Hut wlictt at niglit the tcntcncc rtaily Conti'S 
Asnl llurcu'x- nuihori.’cs }>a't disput'/ 

Lun.iV rcniov.ii ;isui )Our own advance, 

Vot! svi!! pcrci-ivu- vonr duty and .tco-pt.’ 

Piu. .Arcep; uiint? ijiu.tcf-roih of-'o’dit-n;' namts 

An artny upon jx-ijur? — I want men, 

Their heart', as wdl :i« handt. — and wijcre ’s a heart 
Tiiai's not with I.uria in the nuiltititde 
I come from wrdking thro* t'v Luna’s tide? 

You gave him to tticrn, tet him on to grow 
A head upon their trunk, one blood feeds both, 
'I'hey feel him there and live and well know why 
— For they do know, if you are ignorant, 

Who kcjil his ov.ai jilacc and kept theirs alike, — 
Managed Uioir ease yet never spared his own ; 

All was your deed : another might have served— 
There’s peradventuro no such dearth of men — 

But you cliose I.uria — so they grew to him : 

And now, for nothing they can understand, 

Luria ’s removed, off is to roll the head — 

The body ’.s mine — much I shall do with it ! 

Jac. Tliat ’s at the worst ! 

Puc. No — at the best it is ! 

Rest, do you hear? I saw them by his side : 

Only we two with Luria in the camp 

I\xe left that know the secret ? 'I'hat you think ? 

Hear what I saw : from rear to van no heart 

■RjtrLfclf quiet patient hero there 

Was wronged, nor in the moveless ranks an eye 

But glancing told its fellow the whole story 

Of that convicted silent knot of spies 



. Luna,- 

Kur-’S S'-'* 

}=!;> 'slu'ST iVc-r fif Sit?*!'; 5 

0.« triijps j.p tlOiM: h'ni 

*4'<d hua ?a i'lotnnct r.i r.sV.ujt 

l;is the ^sr viili ‘r.im 1 

. /**■ And t;y tusT-uV? C«vsi uti nlasi;; niih tsun 
r.'S flouif!, hj f.y!f^!c;.(>i',r 

■To coaiinat K>.ko’.vJ s>i Couur.nntl i 
^'y Xo, Sir. !i<j <.i'<o;jd r.(*r sn I 

*®-?‘tiick*s jiickckI ^viih ma !Of* v.cl’i for tir-'*? ' 

I ani a,^ yen }uv(.t taadc {<«.•, stid •■tad! tiia 
A tKfti; t;jjir;cu fjghtirjj; la’-ft; !•} r.i fv.: youf ctsd } 
|/jih v.ofds^ you a! wbiic t!)!;y leave your wo 
t'Or my lifev rukv acd oidinwi:;'; of (Itfl '■ 
rtuty 1 io do, and f.iiih i« koep, 

■Ami pnkc to earn, and blamr.: to ipiard aflAW'i, 
''*1 was trained. I sball acctrp’. yoiir charge, 

And fight ag.ains: one better than myself, 

And xny own hfairl's conviction of his 'vrostg-v 
iTiat you may count on 1 — Just ns hitherto 
Have } gone on, pertaiadcd I "“is slighted, 

. Htgradwl, all tlm terms wo ie.rni by rote,— 

; ^eca.use the Ixiltcr nature, fresh-inspired, 

^lountcd above me to its pro])er place : 

AVhai mattered all the kindly g^iciousncss 
And cordial brother’s bearing ? 1 his - 

1 rvas once captain, am V„„i i 

And so roust keep complaining i '« • 

So Lake the curse of a lost roan, - • ) 

You.neithcr play your P“PP''‘j* ‘^ealness’ sake 
,>«or treat the real such regard 

Ihmsi rudely 5u their * 
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As mijtbt console them for thdr nUered ranh. 

Me, the nitre stteidy so’dicr, }'OU defrO'C 
I'or Lima, and here's all that he de'^t-rve'; ! 

Of what acronnt, then, arc my services ? 

One word for all : whatever Lnria docs, 

— If iKid.cd by his indtpiant troops he turns 
In self-defence and norence goes to ground, — 

Or for a signal, cverinsting shame 
He pardons you, and simply seeks his friends 
And heads the I’isan and the I.ucchesc troops 
— And if I, for you ingrates past belief, 

Resolve to fight against one false to us, 

Who, inasmuch as he is true, fights there — 
■Whichever way he wins, he wins for me, 

For every soldier, for the common good ! 

Sir, chronicling the rest, omit not tliis ! \Exmnt. 


Enttr Luria and Husain. 

Hus. Saw’stthou? — For they are gone 1 The world 
lies bare 

Before thee, to be tasted, felt and seen 
Like what it is, now Florence goes aivay ! 

Thou livest now, with men art man again ! 

Those Florentines were eyes to thee of old ; 

But Eraccio, but Domizia, gone is each 

There lie beneath thee thine own multitudes 

Sawest thou ? 

Zr/r. I saw. 

Hus. So hold thy course, my ICing ! 

The years return — Let thy heart have its way ! 

Ah, they would play with thee as with all else? 
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li'arb. 


nftii fs!.h;c-!4 tStv;: 



iu-iu.—rtnd, Kit 

*ir,t CiO?ht:non nirth k tftiitfid tip -”'-5 

Over and ;'.«(>«— In'ic stmU ibo'.! niove. t'lcy wy ! 

Lar. Ay, Hr.wia? ., , 

' ■ /Aj, , S<s };avi; thoy spoilt;i'< nil bfsiuc 

Sii f'nr.ds a man pirt ntiind ttUh Hotcndnci-. 

Pnctti, gmybtaid?, F.tncdoa, women. '*■''•« 

A’Jiij- - ' • • • ^ 


prayocau!?, jitnccio?, «omen. 5w5"s .nnd sp'cs< 
All in one tnk-, tr.tch .sinyinp 
How iboii nniEl bouse, anti live at l>c<l and 
Take pledge and give it, go their cveo' 

Breathe to their me.nsurc, make thy hlooc « 

■ IVith theiK or — nil is iiolhine — thou art o. 


1 iKiard, 


: l>e.ai time 

lo incir ur'.xmuu, ,uur... --/ 

Vith theirs — or — all is nothing — th^y ^ 

AKiwge . . how should such perceitc .as t ic> ^ 
glad to stand ’.math God’s close n-tked hand , 
Look up to it! Why down they puH thy neck 
Lest it crush then: who feel it and ' V 

^^nhout their priests tlmt needs must glove rt first 

In mercy to thy lip it dsc will ^ , 

Love Womanivvhy a very bc.ast thou art . 

Thou must 
Lur. 

■ Hus. 


■ Peace, H«sain! ^ all, 

J^us * * I 

'or all else true things nstincts, thine ! 

"hat.thcy should dare sP°‘ ’ instincts up, 

ihould dare to take 

rhy battle-ardours, hkc 


BelU' and Pomegranates. 

An4 {hem and show them place and pby 
J-n no farsli'-r — unabi'hwl She tthilcl 
llioii wish ific '=on! that rmver can take Tfc'i— 

‘rhon iififn to do, undo, and do nf;a:n, 

But ncVff to Ik si!!!, — ihoti \vot!!/hs tnaS:e war ? 

Oh, tliat is con'.incndafitc, just and n,4ht ! 

Cotn*- over, sny they, h,ate the honour due 
In living tun tiiy nature ! Mght thy t>esi — 

It is to 1>:- for Florence not iJiyrelf! 

I’or tlive it were a lionor attd a jtl.ague — 

For us v.'hen tvar is niado for Idorence, see. 

How all is ch.anged . . the fire that fed on c.arth 
Now towers to Jie.tven : — 

Zr/r. And wiiat scaled up so long 

My Husain's mouth 

Hus. Oh, friend, oh, lord — for me, 

\Vb.at am I ? — I w.ns silent at thy side 
That am a p.art of thee — It is thy hand. 

Thy foot that glows wlten in the heart fresh blood 
Boils up as tljinc does ! TJtou wilt live .again, 

■Again love .as thou like.st, hate as freely, 

Turn to no Braccios nor Domiz.ias now 
To ask, before tby very limbs may move, 

If Florence’ welfare be not touched therein ! 

Lvr. So clear what Florence must expect ofinc? 
JTus. Both armies against Florence ! T.ake revenge ! 

AVide, deep — to live upon, in feeling now, 

And after, in remembrance, year by year — 

And, in the dear conviction, die at Last ! 

She lies now at thy pleasure — pleasure have ! 

Their vaunted intellect that gilds our sense. 

They blend with life to show it 'better by, 
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Luria. 

—Howthink’st thou?— Ihave turned that lighton them! 

They called our thirst of war a transient thing ; 

The battle element must pass away 

Trom life, they said, and leave a tranquil world : 

' Master, I took their light and turned it full 
On that dull turgid vein they said would burst 
pass away’ ; and as I looked on Life, 

Still everyTvhere I tracked this, though it hid 
And shifted, lay so silent as it thought, 

Changed oft the hue y'et ever was the same . 

"Tiy ’twas all fighting, all their nobler life I 
All work was fighting, every barm — defeat. 

And every joy obtained — a victory ! 

Be not their dupe 1 . . 

-Their dupe? That hour is past 

Here stand’st thou in the glory and the calm ! 

All is determined ! Silence for me now ! 

\Kxti laUSAiw 

Lur. Have I heard all ? 

Not from the motives these have urged on thee. 
Ignoble, insufficient, incomplete, 

And pregnant each with sure see s 

As failing of sustainment 

, ~Ncither from low reveng . 

Nor savage lust of Pf ^Voclaim’ 

Shalt thou abolish morcnccj^j^l^^..^ 

The angel m thee an strength 

Which ineffectual cr , 

And mingle with hi q 
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— -Inf tr> {hr rns! 

'I'nou h.ta nfi’ ‘'n r nn! io Ssini 

}ri nu(K ^0- I!!«c!i a.s lime, iviio fifsi Oidssned 
TSi>' Jlurcncc ihati srt lo tier troy, bc' 

Vri hs!',! :t '<!nr, toi", jiuidid, •'■■bfi broke 
'I'iie of ionely p-w-t-r, {he life 
Am! instltt tin - 1 num-net-:, esch to ench, 

Jj'-.ij! oV-r the h-\ ei wntld atid let it lie 

Rife from the tliuriuer hcocofotth rietJth their anns 

So the few umous men of old combined 

And kt the mtiltiusde ri'C underneath 

And reach them and unite — so I'lorence grew : 

Braccio .epeak.s well, it vois well worth the price. 

But wlten the .shtltcred Many grew in pride 

And griidgw] their .station to the glorious one.<, 

B'lio, gre'.iter tli.nii their kind, are truly gre.ot 

Only in vohmi.ary .se'rvitude — 

'Vhich thej’ who, being less, would fain be more, 
And .s'o accept not, then .are le.ast of all — 

Time w.os for thee to rise, and thou art here. 

Such plague pos.sc,ssed thi.s I'lorence — who can tell 
The mighty girth and grcatne,ss at the heart 
Of those so noble pillars of the grove 
She pulled dotvn in her cn\-y ? Who as 1 
The light we.ak p.arasile bom but to Uvine 
Round each of them and, measuring them, so live? 
Iity light love keeps the matchless circle safe, 

Itty slender life proves what has past away ! 

I lived when they departed ; lived to cling 
To thee, Che mighty stranger; thou would’st rise 
And burst the thraldom, and avenge, I knew. 

I have done nothing — all was thy strong heart 
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■it as a bird’s weiglit, breaks the infant tree 
bich after holds an aer>' in its arms, 

’ did 1 care that nought should warp thy spire 
fom rising to the height ; the roof is reached — • 
fcak through and there is all the sky above ! 

0 on to Florence, Luria 1 ’Tis man’s cause ! 
at fail thou, and thy fall is least to dread ! 
hou keepest Florence in her evil way, 
ncouragest her sin so much the more — 

hd while the bloody past is justified, 
he murder of those gone before approved, 
bou all the surelier dost work against 
be men to come, the Lurias yet unborn, 
bat, greater tlran thyself, are reached o’er thee 

1 bo gh’’st the vantage-ground their foes retiuire, 

ts o’er my prostrate House thyself wast reached ! ^ 
;tan calls thee— God shall judge thee : all is said ! 
‘he mission of my House fulfilled at last ! 

^d the mere woman, speaking for herself, 

Reserves speech; it is now no 

■^<r. [&/.] So at the last must figure Luria then ! 
3oing the various work of all his frien 

"hid answering everj' purpose save his o 

^0 doubt, ’tis well for diem to jee^^^ut h 
^fter the exploit what remain 
^ little pride upon the swarthy brow 

At having brought especial arms, 

Gainst Florence se f he fiercer strength 

Her craftiness f ds the northern wit— 

Ron. Moon.h blood ton 

But after !— once the easy b 

zz / 
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•I i i'-’r r H- 't S 'mOTO 

r.'-.M-’.«f«t 1 )'•>•■ * ., . ^ -,,d ivu-s;. 

Ko< «S R '’"‘'“‘‘T h -iK'‘‘''--*‘5^ 

/^nd A't ihc .,! ^.irit; ^too^ I 

..ror h'.m t.}^ di<5 ‘ j’ ^ firf..- 

Wh.u ^undd l>. >';;;• ,cid.^orld? 

WV.R’. hojK-* 0 ! tn.-t in '••<■ 

lloiv rintngc tl«t ’ ’f ‘ me? 
Hn^v ff.^v children 

Some c.r.ive ! I In s. t5,e> £»! 

Ac.uii-.t their n^aln! 

KO,,!,!. «r«' » '“'t "“’d ofc»<-. 

So, taking fire at cm.h . P. ^ speecn— 

But «lut could it h.i%e U „oic 

That injured me > ^°^7,,„ged perhaps >. 

Out of my heart, and a 

■** ' * ^ T'hf* cencrous rc' cn^jt- 

Mv Florentines ? 1 he genuu 

^ ,* * ! 'T’n Slav here passnely, 

I meditate . • dispose — 

• . 1 „ hnw mv heart vas ners, 

The strange mistake, and now luj 



Luria. 

J his shall console me, thal my Florentines 
/alk with a sadder step, a graver face, 

/i'o took me with such frankness, praised me so, 
^the glad outset 1 Had they been less sure 
0} had less feared what seemed a change in me. 

is it they who will have done the harm ? 
ow could they interpose with those old fools 
a the council ? Suffer for those old fools’ sakes— 
aey, who made pictures of me, turned the songs 
About my battles ? Ah, we Moors get blind 
ut of our proper world where we are right ! 
he sun that guides is closer to us ! See — 
my own orb 1 He sinks from out the sky ! 

^^T)y there 1 a whole day has he blessed the land, 

^ly land, our Florence all about the hills, 

I'he fields and gardens, vineyards, olive-bounds. 

All have been blest — and yet we Florentines 
^)ith minds intent upon our battle here, 

Pound that he rose too soon, or rose too late, 

Gave us no vantage, or gave Pisa more-— ^ 

And so we wronged him ! does he turn in ire 
To bum the earth that cannot understand 
Or drop out quietly, and leave the sky;, 

His task once ended ? Night wipes blame away : 

Another morning from my ^ 

And find all eyes at leisure, all disposed 

To watch it and approve its . , 

10. praise the new sun, 

Praise the new u ^ from his Ircasi. 

. mn;,; is all I brought from my own Land 

ro“-e--W wouM supply the res, 


ASS neci!< S 

J 

The I'-it'-S'. 
And sistn 
At end of 

'rh!<: r-n 

l*t ^avl.tl ; 
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of r^dvervi inrttlRc. lesVJc--: 5od, 
,A «5d)r.dtl!RS>> * 


I'lv- (li^.sir'ins dr.y* 


[J/f 


“inh. 






my St.ippy tritimph-nioniuu; 

! drink tiu'e^nd cremg*’^’ 


Florence 

aie:-Strnn?c’ 



Luria. 


ACT Y. 


NIGHT. 


Luria. Puccio. 

Liir, I thought to do this, not to talk this ; well ' 
Such were my projects for the City’s good, 

To save her in attack or by defence. 

Time, here as elsewhere, soon or late may take 
With cliance and change our foresight by surprise . 

But not a little we provide against 
— If you see clear on every point. 

Most clear. 

Lur. Then all is said— not much, to count the 
words, 

Yet for an understanding ear enough. 

And all that my brief stay permits, beside. 

Nor must you blame me as I sought to teac 
My elder in command or threw a doubt 
Upon the very skill it comforts me 
To know I leave,— that steady soldiership 
Which never failed me : yet, because it seeme 
A stranger’s eye might haply note de 
AVhich skill thro’ use and custom overlo , 

I have gone into the old cares once more. 

As if I had to come and save again 

that morning' ns nigu 


that May 


Florence 

now — 

Well-Ibioteoltmth? . • ' ^ 

Vo?ipok=-of measures » b. k=p. - «>M 
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For ftitiuo 

Lttr, Tn!-, , but limc—no tjnsc ■ 

i\<^ WO:!! erid here : rct:u';tiib(,T thi*:, r:nd nie ! 

I'rtfCT'cl! rjo'.y ! 

Pn:. D.ire 1 fjK;,nk,* 

r,vr. —Tin! fo^ith o’ tisc river,— 

Iltnv !"■• the stconcl .rlrtotn nrlhd . . no, — the third? 
PiK. I’csa. 

Lxtr. .•\n<! a stone's cast from the fording place, 

'J'o the K:ist, — the little mount's name? 

PltC. FuiKK. 

Lur. Ay! 

Ay — there the toner and all th.it side is safe ! 

With San Romano, -.vc-st of Fvola, 

San Minialo, Scaia, ICmpoli, 

Five towers in .all, — forget not ! 

P‘!C. Fear not me ! 

Litr. — Nor to memorialise the Council now, 
r the easy hour, on those battalions’ claim 
On the other side, by Staggia on the hills, 

That kept the Siennese at check ! 

Pue. One word — 

Sir, I must speak ! That you submit yourself 
To Florence’ bidding howsoe’er it prove, 

And give up the command to me — is much, 

Too much, perhaps : but what you tell me now 
Even nflccts the other course to choose — 

Poor as it may be, perils even that ! 

Refuge you seek at Pisa — yet these plans 
All militate for Florence, all conclude 
The formidable work to make her queen 
Of the country, — which her rivals rose against 



Luria. 


^'Tien you licgan it, — wliich to interrupt, 

Pisa would buy you off in any ease ! 

You cannot mean to sue for Pisa’s help 
^^itb this made perfect and on record ? 

Lw\ I — 

At Pisa, and for refuge, do you say? 

Pile. Where arc you going ? Tlicn you must decide 
To leave the camp a silent fugitive, 

Alone, at night — you stealing thro’ our lines 
llTio were this morning’s Luria, — you, escaped 
To painfully begin the world once more, 

Wlh such a Past, as it had never been ! 

^lliere are you going ? 

Lur. Not so far, my Puccio, 

Pot I shall get to hear and know and praise 
(If}ou mind praise from your old captain yet) 

Each happy blow you strike for Idorence . 

Puc. 

Put ere you gain your shelter, what may corn 

For see-tho’ nothing ’s draworst. 

Phil . . truth must out . • I ^PP 
If mere suspicion stood for certain^ 

Pefore, there’s nothing can arrest re 
Of Florence towrard your ruin, , 

Forgive her fifty times, it ‘ ^ 

And having disbelieved your . P 
How can she trust your j,em yo»i '■ 

You may do harm to her 
And Florence is Bagacioos mjurs 
Have you a friend to couni 
Lur. 

Puc. Potent? 
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/.itr. .AH jio'.rat, 

PiJ.'. Arid h« h .'’.ppri'cdr 

Z.'/r. He v.aits mt\ 

Pu'. So ; — 'fhen T. piji m yonr pLice, 

Makiiy::; my profit of a!! done by yon, 

Calling your hbour;. mine, rt-.-ipittg lh;-ir fruit. 

To this the StiaCs gift nor,’ .ndd ths.i from you — 

'rii-it I rn.'iy tike to my peatiiar fitorc 
All tlicjc instrjcsions to do Florence good, 

And if by putting sortie few h.tpj)i!y 

Jn practice I shoiik! both ndv.ini.age her 

And draw down honour on iny.<clf, — whnt then? 

Ziir. Do it, my Puceio ! I .eluil know .and praise ! 
Pi/C Though so men s.ay, “ m.ark wh.at we gain by 
change 

— .A I’uccio for .a Turin I" 

A.vr. Even 50 , 

Pi/c. Tiien not for fifty hundred Florence.-; 

Would I accejit one office .save my own, 

Fill any other than my rightful po.st 

Here .at your feet, my Captain and my Lord ! 

That such a cloud should break, such trouble be, 

Ere a man settles soul and body down 
Into his true place and takc.s rest for ever ! 

There were my wise eyes fixed on your right hand, 
And so the bad thoughts came and the worse words. 
And all went wrong and painfully enough, — 

No wonder, till, the right spot stumbled on, 

All the jar stops and there is peace at once ! 

I am yours now, — a tool your right hand wields. 

God’s love, that I should live, the man I am, 

On orders, warrants, patents and the like, 
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if tlicjc v,ere no pimvittij ( \v i' th tvorM 
Toghncc ssrajist tnvp'UlS'Mi to on* bfasn, 

^'Jgbnou*; hcan to ghf mmc t^u'c tli“ ' 
fot j,-e, — i])c dnulti tt}n.rr StJ—rcAf ? !10'M> ! 

And Iloraioc and hvt nn^or arc a lak- 
To siare a child— Whj, half a d«r<‘» nouh 

tul her, cpok-,n a*; I now c.tn 'iw.vL, 

Her error, my iwtt folly — and all e right* 

And you uf,, Lurh, the great chief again ' 

Orp! the r.oret — «hirh vvorst were hcst of all 
To exile or to death 1 follovr son. 

^ -trrr. ThanV^, Piiccio ! Ia*t nic uee the prn lU-gc 
^Ougrant mo; if 1 sldl command you, — ■^t*ay’‘ 

Tcap.ain hero — my viccgcicnt, it shall he, 

And not successor ; let me, as ol old, 

Still stne the State, my spirit prompting yours , 

Still triumph, one for both— There ! 1 .cat c me now 

Tou cannot disobey my first command? 
i^emember what I sjiokc of Jacopo 
And what you jiromiscd to obsers-e with 
Send him to speak with me — nay, no farewe 
You will be by me when the sentence comes. 

Y-r/r. So there’s one Florentine returns again ! 

Out of the genial morning company 
One face is left to take into the mg 


JTnUr Jacopo. 

Jac. I wait for your command , so soon ? 

fair word. 

[ thank your ready pres 
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I 't So ntssit'e joti m rarlv tbiy' 

A', thi' tisi',) t .sp •'i**., to 

'['iic vv.Uf'ht'f'i f.r tl’.c ii'.i-'; ns" tt4 v.ho sr.t 

wcu’ti f!!ir motiv ‘ •''TSiSins’’,' our Sssoi'glst* , 
So I [irri'K^ursd ;!i‘ > to yosjr f.tnj'fy 
A"? you -.voultl t' i! flit: s^'cri'-.i to'Ui to til.c 
. . 'i'ti « ss. of o!d. I anj lu‘n(’c 

Under imptsir.linn''. ; dwS i*; nought— ~ 

1 have no friesui on v^honi tiny may rebound, 
Iiar(5!y .a namo ix.l:ind mv in the land. 

Being a <;tr.ing<'r ; ali the more tiahoves 
That I regard hov. .ahertr! vrere the ca;c 
With native'! of tlie country, Idorcntincs 
On \U)ont the like rniichance should fall the root 
O' the tree survive the ruin of tlte mink — 

No root of mine tvill throb . . you understind t 
But 1 had predecessors, Florentines, 

Atxused as I am now and punished so — 

The Traversari — you know more than I 
How stigmatired they .arc and lost in shame. 

Now, Pnecio who succeeds me in conirrwnd 
Both sen'cd them and succeeded in due time; 

He know.s the way, and holds the documents, 

And ha.s the power to lay the simple truth 
Before an active spirit, as I know yours : 

And also there 's Tiburzio, my new friend. 

Will at a word confirm such c-vidence, 

He being tlie chivalric soul we know. 

1 put it to your instinct — were ’t not well, 

—A grace, though but for contrast’s sake, no more. 
If you who witness and have borne a share 
Involuntarily in my mischance, 
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Luria. 


--■-H'.ni, ofyosir I'trcijv.r lAcfSttiis. H'5 y.sur i-l-sH 
. . that 5-, i[i\tMtv;.Uc 
■ hs TeJ*?n or she v.Tonj; of ulat l>?h'5 
jfhoje fafrious dtite:'.*- your nnuttryiufn ? 

^*Jr-yosi jhaU promise nolliittfs-— hut rctu’Ot, 

Aildif jour t-esi’-c of jU'iticc. jMomjiS yfni“-y;o'’*(f S 
/*'. And if, tli,. trial just, thf-ir f.rnu- white 

^oal! men's evo, joi!r:>, my lord, to mine-- 
chost!, may ^tetp in ttuict sa*t*>!icd ' 
site, a straw thtoun tip into the asr, 

^fy lustimony j;oes for a ^iraw'*; worth 


to tiold by thei instructed brain. 

'‘Ud move with BntiTio as the niavti-rovinti : 

Tile heart leads .sureliet ; 1 must nnne with you- 
greatest nov.% who ever were the hest. 

^0 let the hist and liumblesi of your servants 
Accept your charge, as I’.raccio's herciofme. ^ ^ ^coro 

-fwr. Another ’.— Luria goes not poorly forth ! 

If one could wait ! The only fault ’s with I mic : 


^Vll 


tnen become good creatures 


but so slow' ! 


Enter DoMiJU-'. 

Lnr. Ah. you once more? 

■Dorn, . . . try- -r I 

’etformed her task and died svit r > 
ilie Past sleep now. ^ 
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\i(i\U snii Pomegranates. 

S,,: ! have uad the 

n'i- v.-uned— you .ire declircs- 

My vork i*~ tlont- v,ah vet to TtttcH ! 

ijy* h.’-a\cyou? Mort- of y 

I May for vvh.it 1 j«--.l Fast ! 

Lur. So Ih-at you turn iro. to 

We would confound-tbc ^ 

Which when n apes tire ^ ; . 

1 , born a Moor, lived 5«lf « 

But, punished properly, can !C • ^ 

Beside there is what nrakes me understand 
Your nature . . 1 I'^ve seen u 

if you would stoop and 
Zur. In my own Bast . . n >ou 

My barbarous illustration . . it sounds ill 
Yet there ’s no wrong at bottom rather pra 

Zur. IVc have creatures there which if > 

The first time, you would doubtless marvel at, 
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IklH nnd Potncgranaic?. 


,\w\ 


• 1 for o'" 5*’*' 

:^S::J^h;u,ht^chM.crcr^n.U-^ncr,« 

To .iTiP 'ivori 

\Vnt:iis n<.-h.i *. n.'- i- 

!r’"T^ U‘’< i'-= 

\\VJc al! arc hero con^uo’fnatc rn 

. rli'in'-f ol jruKi.ig n.in^ 

1 in’:! IVrrC'-'t'i J . . 

Ami llmr. il>s-ttBis ’.bB' ”•>■ ’ 

>!ore needful even : right,— 

For us to mould, mtapre . 

Kc. feeling fresh from God, 

O’ the instant, where had been , be, 
„Whose life rc-teaches us what hfc shoukt 
What faith is, loyalty and simplcncsS, 

All their revealment, taught us so long s.nce 
That, having mere tradition of the fact. 

Truth copied falteringly from copies faint, 

T^^ carl V traits all dropped away, -we ^md 
in sSit of faith of yours, so loohs no fmth 
We undersutnd, described add taught before. 

But still the truth was shown j and tho’ at first 
It suffer from our haste, yet trace by trace 
Old memories reappear, the likeness grow;s. 

Our slow Thought does its work, and all is known 
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Luria. 


Oh, noble Luria ! ^\hat joii have decreed 
1 Bee not, but no animal revenge, . • • 
h cannot be the gross and %ulgar way 
Traced for me by convention and mistake 
Has gained that calm appro\ing eye and bron. 

Spare Florence after all ! I.et Luria trust 
To his own soul, and I will trust to him ! 

Lur. In time 1 

Dom. How, Luria ? 

Lur. It IS midnight now 

And they arris e from Florence s\ ith my fate. 

I^om. I hear no step . . 

Zirr. I feel it, as you say. 


Enter Husain. 

Zr?«. The man returned from Florence ' 


As I knen. 


Lur, 

Hus. He seeks thee. . 

Lur. And I only wait for him. 

Aught else ? 

Hus. A movement of the Lucchese troops 

^°2t^!"!:^7Ton-ard Florence? Have out mstontly . 

Ah, old use clings > him come > 

In — quick — ’tis ne.arly midnignt 

Enter TinURZio; Braccio, and Puccio 

Lu,. Tiburrio,-notatP.sa? ^ 

T ...rve Pisa, and must think 
From Florence • her best. 

By such procedure I h. ^ ^ ^ 



Bclh nnd Pomcgrrinares. 

A I'^np'c K hu' fJ.-'- au<rn!j4 rn.*.r,y 
To srt: to *h'’ t:omii]‘Ua Isti- ot oni* — 

And iJKr-r; v-ho li-.c st inf^kU for the Jnx'i 
Are singly of triorc than {hey al!. 

Fuel! tnan arc you, an-d such a time' is. thi'; 

That your tok: fate coiic'rti*; a rtati-on mure 
Than it? immediate avdfarc; wtd to jirove 
Your rertitude, and duSy m>iei) the same. 

Of consequence Ixq.ond the day’s etent. 

Keep but tile model oafe, nesv men will ri'C 
'fo study it, anti many anothtr day. 

J might go try my fortrinc .as you bade. 

And joining Lucca, he!fx:d by >out disgrace, 

Repair our iuann— so were to-day’s work done : 

But I look farther. I h.ivo testified 
(Declaring my submission to your arms) 

Your full success to Ilorcnce, making clear 
Your probity as none else could : 1 spoke — 

And it shone dearly ! 

Lur. Ah — till Braccio spoke ! 

Brae. Till Braccio told in just a word the whole — 
Ilis old great error, and return to knorvledge — 
Wiich told . . Nay, Lurin, /should droop the head 
Whom all shame rests sWth, yet 1 dare look up, 

Sure of your p.ardon now- I sue for it. 

Knowing you wholly — so let midnight end ! 

Sunrise will come ne.\t ! Still you answer not ? 

The shadow of the night is p.ast away ; 

The circling faces here ’mid which it rose 
Arc all that felt it, — they close round you now 
To witness its complctest vanishing. 

Speak, Luria ! Here begins your true career 
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Luria. 


LtoI: up to it! — All now is possible — 

The glory and the grandeur of each dream — 

And evciy prophecy shall be fulfilled 
•Save one . . (nay, now your word must come 
last) 

—That you would punish Idorcncc ! 

Hus. [Pcintitu^ to Luria’s i/Mif I’ody.] I hat 
done 1 — 


Citr/uin /alls. 



il! !. S rr U ti>) f.nt •rri" of “ ntUi ^ 

J islr !?l'- r.;';-.-.!!^!.:!-/ vi iriyh'n^i ,’. W 
,.,1) .r««..ii t)-.t ihi.i-. 

it.U's: iiV,<- sf. Ki'.crMt: ,n, f ! ,' . » ; j, l^-) 5 ,< too noi- 

,.TOC.! viih vn <•. [•>e!ry With th'--."-!. , I, Mittk 

l.!tio!-'S t!ut rxr.rc'-^cS. Mi t-*‘C xyT-i"’- j; fin'.!li=!' 

the Lhh=nictl (it. i f 

uott-c 1 coof^t th-.t, icttirr. 

l-trc wot.U. in tiuch inxitp. it.on. wnui-l 

,!e-ir.-n incrnini;. ” Taitii ar.-l s:'.«l ' ,5 CtoW 

for ir.5tir.cr, art'. I'citsip nn «»''«' ^ • . ‘ Raffaciic 

jiiicfti a s-tinqTfat.atf; fiv.il t.r " },'/ ‘c/ -fM/i/ni) with 

ctowT.cJ liii 'n.coio.g- (in « of(iU>« '«'* » 

bio-v.ir.i of lltc same : a-, if the l-d'an an-1 . ■- 

,0 come after, anJ csi.tiin ^ 

/Wi/c/Ti-c try/ eiov.i'-'' /if /•/•>• jj. 


A SOUL’S TRAGEDY. 



A Soul’s Tragedy. 

i’.M’T FiK^r, rnso \\u\i \s c.\tni> mi. I’oina 
01 CiUM'i'iN'o’-' Lin : 'f." 

SicoKi', n-' ri o''!- 


iwin 1. 

JtistJc LuiTon o’s /.iWf (if I'aentci. 
CniM’I’lNO, Cui-'t.iA 

Eulalia- , , r . 

\X7HA'r IS it U-cps Luitolfo? Nigl't ^ fas 

Cl hicllhcAve-bell 

And Iwas scarce sunset . . • n-'o 

Sounded before be sought the Provost s House? 

I think not : all be bad to say vsould Uake 

I'tw minutes, such a Ncr>- few, to , 

How do you think, Cbiappmo ? If 

The IWst wore less fnendly to >ourfnend 

Than everybody here professes bun. 

1 should begin to tremble s io 

Wry are you silent when so many times 

1 turn and speak to you ^ 

Cli. You laugh ? 

■ V.S I had fancied nothing that bears price 
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Bel Ik and Pomegranate?, 

An{i. may U'% ft It a icittr thcr&nt ; 
t/p to a Mttpk- Ri.mk Of isonjatik 
})i.«n to the itj wy tlfth -i-'id SdfKkti 
'i'iiire V nothinit snine, I — tHJ jou 

you ?<»>, S'; “nottuiig” the [^rniK'iion 
1*0 '.'tRfy this p'-ctdi.'ir to; of tnitu* 

Iti silt-net;; ki-II, siicnee utth U’.C rot 
Of Iht- v.orlti's j.'ooii : can I :.'ty shall sen-c? 

Ell, Thk, !t:st you, even more than need-S enJ- 
bittcr 

Oiir parting : .v.y )otir v.-rongs have cast, for once, 

A cloud treross your spirit I 

Ch. if Qu- a cloud? 

Eu. No man nor 'uoaian loves you, did you say? 
Ch. My God, ucre 1 nut for thee! 

Eu. Ay, God remains, 

Hvi-n did Men forsake you. 

Ch. Oh, not so I 

Were 1 not for Gotl, I mean, what hope of truth — 
Speaking truth, hearing truth, v.-ould stay with Man ? 

I, now — the homeless, friendless, penniless, 

Pro.scrihed and exiled wretch who speak to 3 0U, 

Ought to speak truth, yet could not, for my death, _ 
(The thing that tempts me mo.st) help speaking lies 
Aliout your friendship, .and Ltiitolfo’s courage, 

And all our townsfolk’s equanimity, — 

Through .sheer incompetence to rid myself 
Of the old miserable lying trick 

Caught from tlie liars I have lived with, God, 

Did I not turn to thee ! It is thy prompting 
I dare to be ashamed of, and thy counsel 
Would die along my coward lip, I know 



Bells nnd Pomegranntes, 

In iiikacc v<'hat Ui« fo-nll'li ntil ngainst ; 

A nnfi to Ktnooth such natitrcs .t; {wraUe 
Of opposition must cxasp.'nilc — 

No pcncra! pauntlct-pathurer for the weak 
Ag3!iJ‘'t the sironp, yet over-Mrrupulotis 
At lucky junctures ; one who won't forego 
'riic after-battle tvork of binding wounds, 

Uecau<!‘, forsooth, he’d liavc to bring hitnself 
To hide with the-ir infliclors for their leave!” 

— WTiy do you ga/e, ttor help me to repeat 
Uliat comes so glibly from the common mouth 
About Luitolfo and his so-styled friend ? 

/ifr. Ilccau^e tliat friend’s sctjse is obscured . • • 

C/r. I thought 

You would be readier with the other h.alf 
Of the world’s story, — my half! — Vet, ’tis true, 

For all the world dots say it ! say your worst ! 

True, I thank God, I ever said " you sin,” 

When a man did sin : if I could not say it, 

1 glared it at him, — if I could not glare it, 

I prayed against liim, — then my part seemed over; 
God’s may begin yet — so it will, I trus't ! 

Jit/. If the world outraged you, did wc ? 

C/t. What’s “me” 

That you use well or ill ? It ’s Man, in me. 

All your successes are an outrage to, 

You all, whom sunshine follows, as you say ! 

Here ’s our Faenza birthplaco—they send here 
A Provost from Ravenna — how he rules, 

You can at times be eloquent about 

“ Then, end his rule ” 1 ah yes, one stroke does 
Uiat ! 



Bclis and Pomegranate^. 

1 nv'fi. i'’''r 

1 ipvrti you ; 

Yo.,!:.*-!!. 

* < « t'ftrW 

Whf n my voice to hold- 

lk'«usc u>n yavc me >o. r s..K t 
My voice tl>:a jtrcMcn. mi-.en 

,T;.pe<n>ie’.iVovonmnm.rhca.^-^^^^ 

.^-My cyo, llm IVovoM, v.Uo » 

Batii'.lic;. now bcc.'xuvj he cr.nnot ‘ • ' ,( j ‘. 

Vuu knew... bm yon do your 

Fo hv it ! YOU ftounsh—I dec.n • 

/;>, I henr thii. for ih.c wa5 there 

Tlivn niy d.nyr. spoke iroi and ” y^'burst 

Were voicek-55 ? Then the very 

Yet all prove nought, bec-vuse no imnc^. g I 

'fells leisurely that thus it is and thus • 

Eulalia— truce with toying for tins ooee 
A banished fool, who troubles you to-nig ‘ 

For the last time— Oh, wliat ’s to fear from 

You knew 1 loved you ’. , 

jEu. Not so, on my fmtU ■ 

You were my now-aflianced lover’s friend 
C.ame in, went out with him, could speak c , 

All praise your ready parts and pregnant wit j 
See how your words come from you in a crowd ! 
Luitolfo’s first to place you o’er himself 
In all that challenges respect and love — 

Yet you were silent then, who blame me now 1 
I say all this by fascination, sure — 

I am all but wed to one I love, yet listen — 
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Bells nnd Pomegranates. 

s„ lo.l "« ' ' l.j- yiw 

To i Ac 5'»n 5'*-' J 5 . „.Kt buF'» 

And nryc lA. ,,,, tbd. A :, . 

Ikforcyou-*-’"^"'^ . l,os\- yon 

I^v’s ^vakc: yonr husto''^ ^ - 

Good-<ny 1 

Or forccH tnc to be noihi.tg forces you '- 

C/f. There's my f'-'cnKc. 

Ko gratimtlc, no poor bond 

Mor longing of the - . 

or hnbU-bere f.o mnn> the tic _ 

So much he spoke, • ^ my fmu'. 

That pulls you from m- ^-,4, f,om table- 

Nor mbwd a i.IoAk Provost here— 

._IIc spoke a good^ 

Held me up when n > 

„lt had not looked '^\‘^;,,,u,mp, oven, 

Men take pains to W^s^J p,neath-much more 
Whose boughs they playoU 

^"'nts tired of seeing, after the first,, 

But one gross s Urea 

pains changc-you know the rest. 

Like me; I couiu 
pve spoke my mmd 

This morning to death-and nosv 

1 leave the cit) ^ p^nt intercession 

On my so graceful '.-and anon 

Goes fonvard-that s 


Bells nnd Pomegranates. 

J’Vom she svidc eTifidenui-iiJoa f<f till here. 

One v.oiT).nn 1 WdS, the other clre.tm in.'s)- hrenh i 
If ! kiii-w nnv h'-.in, mine jou, 

I.'ived me, thci* in tiie vih-.'-t bre.r<t ’tw/ire loifisodj 
I ‘■hmild, I thinl:, be forced to love rsenin — 

Ivl'ie there no right nor rc.nson in (he world ! 

7i^u. “ if you hfic-w,” say you, — hut I dttlnot know— 
'riiat’s where yotiVe blind, Chupptno! a disea'C 
^^■hic1l if I may remove, I’ll not repent 
'i'he listening to : yoti cannot, will not, sc-C- 
How, place you hut in every circumstance 
or us, you are just now indignant at, 

You’d be as we. 

CA I should 1)0 ?. . tliat again I 

1, to my Friend, my Country and my lyove, 

Be as Luitolfo and these Faenlincs? 

Js//. As we. 

C/i. Now I ’ll say something to remember ! 

I trust in Nature for the stable Jaws 
Of Beauty and Utility — Spring .shall plant, 

And Autumn gamer to the end of time : 

I trust in Cod — the Riglit shall be the Right 
And other than the Wrong while He endures — 

I trust in my own soul that can perceive 
The outw.ard and the inward, nature’s good 
And God’s — So — seeing tliese men and myself. 
Having a right to speak, thus do I spo.ak : 

I ’ll not curse . . . God bears with them — well may 1 — 
But I — protest against'their claiming me ! 

I simply say, if that ’s allowable, 

I would not . . broadly ... do .as they have done— 
— God curse this_ townful of born slaves, bred slaves, 
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A Soul’s Tragedy 

Branded into the blood and bone sln% es ! Curse 
A\'hoever loved, above his liberty, 

House, land or life 1 and ... 

Bless my hero-fnend, 

Luitolfo 1 

.£«. How he knocks 1 . t j i 

C 7 ;_ The peril. Lady 

“ Chiappino, I have run a risk ! My ‘ - • 
"Howrriren I prayed the Provost-(he ’s my fnend) 
“To grant you a week’s respite of his sen e 
“That confiscates your goods, and exi es 5 > , 

“He shrugged his shoulder . . I sa>, 

“ And fright of that drove ' 

“ Here ’s a good purse of only knoi^s ' 

“ Lest of that shrug come . q thanks, I beg— 

" The ^«/^/-fnend, they re suburb 

“Take the North gate,-for ba 
“Whose double taxes you 
“ In discomposure at your i ® __Qoly go ' 

“ Is apt to stone >ou : , j, 

“ Beside, Eulalia here looks squeeze my 

-Shake . . . oh, )OU hurt me, > 

wrist!” , nHventurous friend? 

—Is it not thus you’ll sp > nis/ies in, 

En. Luitolfo ' more-and more of it ' 

„^Pnt . . no . . you, fnend ' 
Eulalia— take gd from me— you dare ' 

You take it and the wound? 

Oh, who has hurt 



Belli; and Pomcfirn nates. 


C/:, “ Whn fsy you ? 

The itf.in vith nisny a touch of virtue yc5 ! ' 

'Hie I’fovo‘.t\ frietid Ji.ts proved too frank of Kjiecch 
Ant! ihi"; cojm**. of it, ?>!i.'crable hound ! 

This conic-; of temporising, ns I said t 
Here’s fruit of yo-jr smooth spceche-taiid fai.' look«; 
Nov.' sec iny w-ay ! .As Hod lives, 1 go J.tmiglit 
To tlic palace and do justice, once for .a!I ! 

/.u:/. What says lie ? 

CA. Til do justice on him ! 

/..v/A 


CVi. 'J'he rrovost. 


Zt/fV. I'vf just kilted him ! 

jTff, Oil, my God ! 

/.w/. .My friend, they’re on my trace — they’ll have 
me — nov.- ! 


They’re round him, htisy with him : soon they’!) find 
He’s p.ast their help, and then they’ll be on me ! 
Chiappino ! save Eulalia . . I forget . . 

^Vcre you not liound . . for . . . 

C/t. Lugo ! 

ZwV. Ah— yes— yes— 

That was the point I prayed of liim to ch.ange. 

Well — go — be happy . . is Eulalia safe ? 

They’re on me ! 

Ch. Tis through me they reach you, then ! 

Friend, seem the man you are! Lock arms — that’s 
riglit. 

Now tell me what you’ve done ; explain how you 
That still professed forbearance, still preached peace, 
Could bring yourself . . . 

Luit. M'hat was pe.ace for, Chi.nppino ? 



A Soul’s Tragedy. 


I tried peace — did that say that when peace ftriled 
Strife should not follow ? All my peaceful days 
Were just the prelude to a day like this. 

1 cried “ You call me ‘ friend ’ — save my true friend ' 

“ Save him, or lose me 1 ” 

Ch. But you never said 

You meant to tell the Provost thus and thus ! 

Luit. Why should I say it ? What else did I mean ? 
Ch. Well? He persisted? 

Luit. . Would so order it 


You should not trouble him too soon again- 
I saw a meaning in his eye and lip 
I poured my heart’s store of indignant words 
Out on him— then,- 1 know not.— He retorted— 

And 1 . . some staff lay there to hand— I think 
He bade his servants thrust me out I struck ^ 

. . Ah. they come ! Fly you, save yourselves you two 
The dead back-weight of the beheading a.\e . ^ 

The glowing trip-hook, thumbscrews and the ga • 
eI. They do come ! Torches in the Place ! Fare- 

well — 

Chiappino ! You can work no goo ° ^ 

Much to yourself; believe not a t le wo 
Must needs be cursed henceforth . ^ 

Ch. I stay. 

Ikten' I am master here ! 
rh Wn ha ' now listen . 

Ch. Ha, na ,. j this paper shows 

This was my coarse dis^ise ^ 

?urrtWloak?His people have to fetch 
2 <0 



Bell? :ind Pomegranates. 

A cnn-ipn?? roun'l nirntu — ^'I'hcre's iinic i;rtot)gh 
Cr/i enn tt-.'.rh you fiirrsightwny m.ike 

For Lugo , . Xay. hu Jiicj'. not I On with it— 

Thu t'lo.sl;, Luitfitfo, do jxsu iiusr tne? .Sue — 

He obey- }ie hnows not how. — ^Then, if I must . ■ - 
Aitsv.-ci- me ; Ho you know the T.ugo goto ? 

Jr.v, The norlb-we-,t gate, over the bridge! 

Z;n'f. I know ! 

C7/. Well, therc—you are not frightened? .Ail toy 
route 

].■; tr.acc-d in tlt.at — at Venice you’ll c-cape 
Their power Eul.alia — I am nt-as'er here ! 

[S^iV/Zs frortti-iiLvii. HtfUShtiCUtlXVTdlSQ, 
'.I'kc coi'tpliii ir.chanicfjUy. 

In time! n.ay, help me with him— So! — he’s gone. 
Eu. W!i.nt li.avc you done ? On you. jterchance all 
know 

The Provost’s h.itcr, wilt men’s vcnge.tncc f.tli 
As our accomplice . . 

Ck. Merc accomplice ? See ! 

YPuttivg on LuJTOLro’s vfst. 
Now, Lady, am I true to my profession, 

Or one of these ? 

Eit- You take Luitolfo’s place ? 

Ch. Die for him ! 

En. tVell done ! [3"/5w//r increase, 

Ch. How the people tarry' ! 

1 can't be silent . . I must speak . . or sing 

How natural to sing now ! 

Eu. Hush and pray ! 

We are to die — but even I perceive 
’Tis not a .very h.ard thing so to die — 

260 



A Soul's Tragedy. 

,^Iy cousin of the pale-blue tearful eyes, 

Poor Cesca, suffers more from one day’s life 
fl'ilh the stern husband ; Tisbe’s heart goes forth 
Bach evening after that wild son of hers, 

To track his thoughtless footstep thro’ the streets 
How easy for them both to die like this ! 

I am not sure that 1 could live as they. 

C/i. Here they come, crowds ! 1 hey pass the gale . 

' . . Yes ! — No ! — 

Pne torch is in the court-yard. Here flock all ! ^ 

: , -2'k.. At least Luitolfo has escaped !— What cries . 

C/i. If they would drag one to the market-place 
• One might speak there ! 

: Eu. List, list ! , 

■ 'Phey mount the step.s • 


E>itcr the Populace. 

, a. I killed the Provost 1 -i -T.vasChiappino, 

The Populace. {Speaking 

friends ! p , i 

Our saviour. — The best man at ast as 

He who first made us sec 

He also strikes the blow that shattere 

He at last saves us — our best ci ^ 

, -Oh, have you only courage 

My eldest son was mind- 

“Cino” to keep Ch.appmos , 

Cino, for shortness mereb^y^^^ 

The City 's in our down-come down- 

, Do you, the cause . .^j. ].jng^ 

Come forth to counsel us.^ou 



Ik^lls aiiu Ponicgranatc?. 

ti yr.i ' 3)(iir own l 

'1'!!!’ prnl tivi f, it*, toward ! 

.U!'! h.it.mpst; lit in ifje m irKti pLu;!’ I 

/''!■. Chbpjliitfi ! 

C'j. Vc-? , . ! under C'.nd jour cy:^' 

\‘ou tiiiSik I wujuii! h.i'.e '(riunpdier rlKoini'-d 

Thi’. with its stranj;c tinfort'.sft it MiCf.c''5 

In lavuur of Ltulolfo- lnu the jK-rii. 

f:ir from ctidisd, h-ttdiy H-euis b-.-j;utj ’ 

To inoirov.-. r.ither, ts!)f;!i a calm su'*cc<tis, 

Wo easily siiall make Ititii full .ametuis : 

And mi.-.intiit!o . . if v.c stsc fhcin ;Vj they pray, 

And justify the deed by its efit-cl.s? 

/i.v. Will v.oiihi, for worlds, you h.'id denied at once 
C'/'. I know my own hiteniion, l>c .ts.s tired I 
All well ! I’rccedc us, fillow-cilirens ! 
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PART 11. 

Mw ktt-floic. Luitoi.fo in disguise nnnghng with 
the Populace assanhied (ippositc the Pro\osi‘5 
Pdlacc. 


iJ/ Bystandei. [I'o Lunoui-o.] Vou a friend o 
Luitolfo’s? Then your friend i.s \anibhcd,— in alt pro 
bability kilted on the night that his patron the tyrannica 
1‘fotostuas loyally supprcbsed here, evactly a ' 
^2°) by our illustrious fcllow-ciii/ien, thrice no i e 
saviour, and new Provost that is like to be i is > 


lotning, — Chiappino 1 

Luit. JJe the new Provost? ,„„ripr 

2«^f. Up those steps will he go, and beneal i y 
illar stand, white Ogniben, the Popes 
:av»„a, the new digmuey’s f « to .ho 
ccording to established usage. 1 

tiere is the assemblage you inquire a ^.p im- 

Luit. Chiappino— the old I would 

lossible ! But tell me of that so neces- 

uiow first of all »«> memorable night? 

ianly have been killed on that « I^Never, 

2rd. You were Luitolfo’s friendJ^^So ^ ^ 

if you ivill credit me, ‘'opportunities m the world^ 

milk-sop ' He, with all th PP oppressor, uould 
furnished by daily Chiappino rose 

not stir a finger to help us^^s 



!k‘lls «nd Pomcgrnnates. 

in M>!rt.iry in.'tjt'-tj* .nn? ..... ho^' nnc l’o on 

Mving? . . dtuk ihf 4;ndlifce k^ov.', — tba Luitoiro, 

not iusr<.-;i';f:n:s>)]y fc-itin," the ir.diynrstion of an aroused 
and liberated jieopi'.;, i;«I prcHpItatclyr he may have 
jtot trodden to dt.O.h in tlte preis at the- .‘■outh-ffl-et 
p.atv v;!u;i! the Proto is puardt fleil tli.'o’ it to R.ivenr!.a 
tsith their wounded inarter, — if he did not rather b.wg 
himself under some hedge. 

Zw?. Or « liy rtot simply have bin /■■rdne in .'utme 
quiet conie.q — .such as Man Ca.sshno, where his estate 
w.as, — receiviiig daily intelligence from some sure 
friend, incainvh.ile, as to the turn matters we.'c taking 
here . . . how, for itsst.'ince, the J'rovost wms not dead 
after all, only w ounded . . or, rus lo-d.ayV news ivciuld 
teem to jtrcuc, how Chi.appir.o was not IJrulus the 
Elder, after all, only the new Provo.st . . atid thus 
Luilolfo be enahied to watch a favourable ojrportunity 
for returning-- might it not leave been so? 

Why, he may have taken tliat Kire of himselfj 
certainly, forhec.inic of a cautious .stock. — Fii tell yam 
iiow hi.s uncle, just such another gingerly treader 
on tiptoes with fmger on lip, — how he met his death 
in the great plagucs-year : dico tvh's / Hearing that 
the seventeenth house in a certain street w.as infected, 
he calculates to pass it in safety by taking jjicntiful 
breath, say, when he shall arrive at the eleventh 
house; then scouring by, holding that breath, till 
he be got so far on the other side as number twenty- 
three, and thus elude tire danger. — And so did he 
.begin — but, as he arrived at thirteen, we will say, 
— tliinking to improve on his prc'caution by putting 
up a little prayer to St. Hepomuccne of Prague, 
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this cjcliAusled so nnid) of his iiiog’-' rc.ser\c, tliai •'** 
si\'ixn it was clc.io spent, — coii*'C>jui’iuly at the fatal 
'S'chtcen he inhaled with a vigour and per^istonrc 
c'.ough JO suck > on any latent venom out of the heart 

ofa stone— Ha,"ha: 

[Aside.] (If I had not lent that man the moner 
he wanted last spring, 1 should fair this bitterness was 
attributable to me.) Luitolfo is dead then, one maj 
conclude I 


'^rd. Why. lie had a house here, and a woman to 
whom he was affianced ; and .as the) both pass n.atura ) 
to the new Provost, his fnend and heir . • • 
d^if. Ah, I svisiKattcd you of imposing on me wi i 
)oiir p!e.asantry~l know Chiappino heUei ! 

(Ou, fnLd lus .he Mo. »hor ..«■ I do .o. d.sj 
18.0 Sliding somebody rarj’ » l.ule llm Bonom t- 1 
admiration .at Chiappino’s glorious qua • . 

how much may you know of lyliai lias taken place 

Faenza since that memoi.able night? (’hiap- 

Lvit. It i.s most to the purpose tli.a ^ ^ 

Pino to have been by 

office of Provost, you now cha g 

to accept. ,vas indeed 

ist. Sir, ril tell yom 

niemorablc — up we rose, • • hody of the 

ohildmn-... «od U nU gicy 

tyrant-wc i^re to d everybody- 

morning, “what will Ravenna, which is 

(you know we arc into the town by 

governed by ^ „„ muleback a portly per- 
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"Cur frmwn i^tnUu •' _ . q„,. ^ 5 ..s^.a 

‘•{Vive nit niclp.-lp«fif«|: ‘-J" 5 ,ny rcVoUtr. 

,u-iK undtr the iml.u--bo! ^-j^e guards 

..KKl fritnds Pl-t -,f“;:^;;v„urvroundcd 
„u.t into Ravenna h.t ^UH him, I take 

rrovoo,~and, having abordtrlinc-^ 

u„ niy.tlf to come and try ; 

htforc KomtjH-anngof . _ f^,j„ u ct-rtain lovt 1 

1 conic, mid not So. do you 

ronfes tn. of this unht^^d- 

uiiricrsimul, you arc a m no heading 

of tyranny from mo. exile, —1 

norlianging, nov.- pray xvhat does 

simply ideasing yonf=’‘^''‘^^’ government at 

ptek Voui To >>“ ,'';;;'’l. S sk to , 

lU? Or having decided f ,’ dy that chooses W 
iudered hy the first terting to n-t 

find himself wronged, or "^1 jnslinitions, 

principles and a , Uie rest of the ivor d 

Lnd so will you carry matti^r.. that ^ 

must at length unite and put d ^^^ken 

beasts? As for 

place.--onceforall,theuomi^l_d^_^__^^ 
cannot conjecture « 1 perfectly 

earnestly, Uiat ^ j Pu,cc could find admission 

well what intimate acqu. evcninc— I come not 

to speak with from pure curiosity to 

for vengeance Ihercior , 
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liear what you will do next.”— And thus i.in he on 
easily and volubly, till he seemed to arrive quite 
naturally at the praise of Law, Order arid Paternal 
Government by somebody from rather a distance . a 
our citizens were in the snare, and about to be frien s 
with so congenial an adviser ; but that Chiappmo 
suddenly stood forth, spoke out indignantly an se 
Wiings right again . . . 

Do you see? — T recognise him there ! ^ 

3'''?. Ay, but mark you, at the end of 
longest period in praise of a pure Republic ■ • 

% whom do I desire such a government s 

administered, perhaps, hut by one hke 
returns the Legate-thereupon spe^^king, lo • 
of an hour together, on the natural . S 

government by the Best and 5 ueh vast 

teem there was soon discoveied riiiannino’s 

discrepancy at bottom between this rio <>Oh, are 

theory, place but each in Us P*°Pf ' I agree,” 

you there ? ” quoth Chiappmo . 
returns Chiappino, and so on. 

ZwV. But did Chiappmo instance, he 

rr/. my, not altogether a ^ 

said that the difference wishing to be kings 

fellows was, that they ^ ^jiat right, asked he, 

in one or another way, " superior to another?— 
has any man .o w»l. “ “/Leaia, “this is tha 

whereat, “ Ah Sir, answ ^ something is really 
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p’.ij'cd f.o not to dt-ssroy ni^y clrag'^n 

in oisr [ntli, a'^ vai'; propbcr.kd. but ; imply to oit ofi 
it\ ov.n fellov.' lcfi-h.u'i'J-“youn-?.lf fc! ;i!>out lUtackitig 
yourt,>jJf — for ret; rsow ! ilcre arc you tvho, I m.xkc 
sure, glory t-vrccdingly in knoR-iog tntr jtoble nature of 
the !.ou!. its divine impulse:'’, and so forth; and with 
'.ticii A hnotvk-dge you stand, as it tvere, ar.med to en- 
counter the natural doubts and fisus as to that same 
inhcrcnl nobility, that are apt to vnyJay us the tveakcr 
ones ill the road of Life. — and v.-hcri we look eagerly 
to sec them fall licfore you. lo, round you wheel, only 
the left hand gets the blow ; one proof of the soul’s 
nobility destroys simply another proof, quite a.s good, 
of the same, — you arc found delivering an opinion 
like tliis ! U'liY, vdiat is this peqyatual yearning to 
exceed, to subdue, lo Ire better than, and a king over, 
one’s fellows, — all that you so disel.aini, — but the very 
tendency yourself .are mo.st proud of, and under 
another form, would oppose to it, — only in a lower 
st.agc of manifestation ? You don’t want to he lailgarly 
superior to your fellows after their poor ftishion 
to have me hold solemnly up your gown’s fail, or hand 
you an express of the last importance from the Pope, 
with all these bystanders noticing how unconcerned 
you look the while — but neither does our gaping 
friend, the biirgc.ss yonder, want the other kind of 
kingship, that consists in undenstanding better than 
his fellows this and .similar points of human nature, 
nor to roll under the tongue this sweeter morsel still, 
the feeling that, thro’ immense philosophy, he does 

not feel, he rather thinks, above you and me ! ” And 

so chatting they glided off arm in arm. 
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- .ZwV., And the result is ; . . , 

irf. AVhy, that a month having gone by, the in onii 
ible Chiappino, marrying as he will Luitolfo s lo\ e a 
sill events succeeding to Luitolfo’s goods, becomes t 
first inhabitant of Faenza, and a proper aspirant to 
Proyostship — which we assemble here to see con err 
on him this morning. The Legate’s Guard to c ea 
the way ! He will follow presently ! 

■Mnt. IWithdrmving a mtlc.\ I understandjhe 
drift of Eulalia’s communications less thanev 

she .surely said, in so many words, that na 
was in. urgent <ianger,-wherefor^ d>sregar^^^_^ 
rn junctions to continue m mj ret . 

»uit of, ,vha. she c«>'''>hrrhrirvroVk»o.- 

process— I hastened here withou ^ 

ledge— what could I else?— Yet i w 
true . . if it were for j must confront 

pmo kept me away . . • tJti, w, ^ at the 

.him and her before I believe this of them 

word, see ! 

EnUrCnl^rPl^oandEvl^u^. 

, ? The change m > 

: -Eu. We part here, then 

: principles would seem to e c present 

' C/,. Now, why ° only re-adapt them and 

course I change no -’gd of what you may call 

more adroitly ? I bad e P‘ l^emg 

the material instrumental ) t,,ro’ such a 

able to rightly ^ existing modes of govern- 

deranged machinery discover how to inform 

ment-but now, d 
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slte'-c ]Kr/tr!t-d in’-tiiiisiori'- v.ith fn-.h fmrfiiT'', faring 
the fufKriintwry lindr, nncr luorc into insriienintu rom- 
miinirniion v.iih, .intl jo the wiui I r.m 

nb'nit to ti' StOrW (m tin-.';) . . . do you ree.' Wiy 
Khoiiid QiK fle.irc to invent, to lonj: n--, it rcn'alris jw,- 
si!)U* to renetv nnd trruTvrorfn ? U’tien nil futlber isojfe 
of the old orrnrsiAitifni sh.tll he extinct, then, I pram 
you, it v.ilt ira time to try and crc.ntt; .another. 

/iu. .And there heinpdi'scovcrnbk'r.ome hope yet in 
the hiihin-to tnnch-.ainteetj old system of ah^oluie 
pnvernmcnl by a Provost here, j'ou mc.an to t.ahe your 
time about endeavouring to rtali/e those nr-ions of a 
jMTfect Sl.ate, we once he.ird of? 

Cl-. Say, I would fain rctlire my co.nceplion of a 
I’al.icc, for instance, and that there is, .'ibstractedly, 
but a single way of creeling otte perfectly ; hero, in the 
market-place is my allotted building-ground ; here I 
stand without a stone to fay, or a fabourer to ficfp me, 
— stand, too, during a short d.ay of life, dose on which 
the night comes. On the other linnd, circumstances 
suddenly offer me . . turn and see it . . the old Pro. 
vest’s House to cx[x:riment upon — ruinous, if you 
please, wrongly constructed at the beginning, and 
ready to fumble non- — but materials abound, a crowd 
of workmen ofier their sensces ; here, exists yet a Hall 
of Audience of originally noble proportions, there, a 
Guest-chamber of symmetrical design enough ; and 1 
may restore, enlarge, abolish or unite these to heart’s 
content — ought I not rather make the best of such an 
opportunity, than continue to gaxe disconsolately with 
folded arms on the flat p.avement hero, while the sun 
goes slowly down, never to rise' again ? But you can- 
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not understand this nor me : it is better we should 
part as you desire. 

Eu. So the love breaks away too ! 

Ch. Noj rather my soul’s capacity for love widens 
needs more than one object to content it, and, being 
better instructed, will not persist in seeing all tlie coim 
ponent parts of love in what is only a single part, 
nor in finding the so many and so various oves, 
united in the love of a woman, — finding all uses ° 
instrument, as the savage has his sword, sceptre an 
idol, all in one club-stick. Love is a very conipor 
thing. 1 shall give the intellectual part of ° 

Men, the mighty dead, or illustrious living , an e^^^^ 
mine to call a mere sensual instinct by as ew 
names as possible. UTiat do I lose ? , „ j nne 

Eu. Nay, I only think, i\hat do I 
more word — ^which shall complete my instruc j. 

Friendship go too F-What ot L«itolfo-th= author 
your present prosperity ? 

Ch. How the author ? 

Eu. That blow now called yours . . ■ ^ 

Ch. Struck without principle ’ thoughts 

blind natural operation — and to " ’ ^^ould have 

and life dir«ttiy..d advised^ 

Struck it, and could not. ^ ^ dispute his 

utmost to avoid striking it, ye „ction iwth him, 

right to that dead of t«ay-a «'ot« 

from the first effect o ^ ^vhole mighty 

first step with me, on w Could he get good 

superstructure of good to follow* 

SO we profess, so we perform. 
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Knltr Or.Nihitx. Kvu.t.i.s sfufi.fi afail. 

Ofjti. 1 hsVL* !^cn tlirc-e-and-ts'cnty leadcni of 
revoiis ! — I3y yoisr Itsivc, Sir I {’crform ? Whal docs 
the luly Kiy of Penonninj; ? 

Oh Only du: trite that w ntust oot trust 

Profession, only Performance. 

She’ll not wy that, Sir. ivhen she knows you 
longer ; you'd instruct her l>ctter. Ever judge of me.u 
by their professions ' I'or tho’ the bright moment of 
promising is but a moment and cannot be prolonged, 
yet. if sincere in its nionicnfs e.vtrav.agant goodness, 
whj’, trust it .and knon* the man by it, I tay — not by 
his performance — which is half the world’s work, inter- 
fere as the world needs must with its accidents and 
rircumsunccs, — the profe.ssion w.as purelj- the roan's 
own! I judge people by wh.at titcy might be,— not 
are, nor will be. 

a. Ikit have there not been found, too, performing 
natures, not tnerely promising ? 

dJgr.'/. Plenty : little Ilindo of our town, for instance, 
promised his friend, great ugl)’ .Masaccio, once, " I 
will repay you ” 1 — for a favour done liim : so when his 
father came to die and Bindo succeeded to the in- 
herit.ance, he sends straightway for Masaccio and 
shares all with him ; jd^es him half the land, half the 
money, half the kegs of m’ne in the cellar. “Good,” 
s.ay you — and it is good ; but had little Bindo found 
liimself possessor of all this wealth some five years 
before — on the happy night when Masaccio procured 
him that interview in the garden with his prettv cousin 
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Lisa — instead of being the beggar he then was, — I am 
bound to believe that in the warm moment of promise 
he ivould have given away all the wine-kegs, and all the 
money, and all the land, and only reserved to himself 
some hut on a hill-top hard by, whence he might 
spend his life in looking and seeing his friend enjoy 
himself : he meant fully that much, but the world 
interfered !— To our business— did I understand you 
just now within-doois? You are not going to marry 
jour old friend’s love, after all ? 

Ch. I must have a woman that can sympathize it 
and appreciate me, I told you. 

Ogtii. Oh, I remember! you, the gi eater nature, 

needs must have a lesser one ( avowedly 

contest with you on that score would never do ) ^ 
such a nature must comprehend you, as the p rase i^ 
accompany and testify of your greatness rom pom 
point onward: why, that were being noj -erelyj 
great as yourself, but greater considerabl) 
time, might not the more bounded nature as rea^om 
ably count on your appreciation ° ’b ^ 

your keeping close by it, so far as you^^o^ 

and then going on by youiself . 

So God serves us I understand the 

Ch. And yet j could reveal alike the strength 

whole of me, to whom i couia re 

and the weakness- , 

0^1/. Ah, my friend, i.sh for J 

Worship your J-, ,,Lg us such 

be to her like Smnish Court— send her only 

strange neivs of) to the Sp. 

vour lumps of gold, tans 
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tjifi},, ."snd fn'j'tH ;i!Ki jtcnt'v — \cm\. u'kd 
un'-ecn ynii, }v,> sUtr/eliif-T .t f'.irr.di'*.' iiy 

Jnr.-.v. ihl.cW.-acm l)nd> 1 watr.int 

thert' i. filsi*, red kdwotr*-, riyly rejaHc' nnu 
eisaujd’i v'.dich they iitiiya Sjxiin as few 'eunpieS of .li 
pii stb!c. l>o 5011 v.-.int your niisiro'; 10 rixs'K-T*. }Our 
body ponendiy ? f 'lffcr ht;r your mouih to ki-f^—don i 
s!up off jrnir lay)! xind put your foa! to iitr kp:.* V«a 
uiukr.stnjuJ my hmuoiir by this tirae? i Itclp men to 
e.ttty rn!t ihvirowft principle; if they pk-,T--c to Ksy t"'o 
.stsd two make five, I assent, if they wii! but go on and 
say four rind four make ten ' 

C 7 i. Hut tiu'se arc luy private affairs — ulutt I desire 
)<m to occupy yourscif about, is my public ap;>carancc 
firesetuly ; for when the people liear that 1 am ajtjwinfed 
Provost, Iho’ )ou atid I may thoroughly discern — and 
easily too — the right principle at bottom of such a 
movement, and how my republicanism reiruiins 
thoroughly unaltered, only takes a fornt of expression 
hitherto commonly judged . . and heretofore by my- 
self . . inrompatible with its existence - . when thus 
I reconcile myself to an old form of government 
instcxid of proposing a new one . . . 

Oj;ni. ^Vhy, you must deal with jteople broadly. 
Begin at a distance from this matter and .say, — new 
truths, old taiths ! why there is nothing new possible 
to be revealed to us in the moral world — we know all 
wc shall ever know, and it is for simply reminding us, 
by their various respective e.vpcdients, how we do know 
this and the other matter, that men get called prophets, 
poets and the like : a philosophers life is spent in dis- 
covering that, of the liaif-dozen truths he knew when 
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f such an one is a He, as the world states it 
in set tei his ; and then, ;vftcr a weary lapse of years, 
and plenty of hard thinking, it hecomes a truth again 
lifter all, as he hapjiens to newly consider it and view 
It m a dilTercnt relation with the others — and so he re- 
states it, to the confusion of somebody else in good 
tinic. As for adding to the original stock of truths, — 
impossible ! — So you sec the expression of them is the 
grand business : — you have got a truth in your licad 
nboul the right \va.y of governing jicople, and you took 
it niode of expressing it — which now you confess to be 
imperfect— but what then ? There is Truth in J'alse- 
hood, Falsehood in Truth. — No man ever told one 
great truth, that I know, without the help of a good 
dozen of lies at least, generally unconscious ones : and 
ns when a child comes in breathlessly and relates a 
strange story, you try to conjecture from the very 
falsities in it, what the reality was, — do not conclude 
that he saw nothing in the sky, because he assuredly 
did not see a flying horse there as he says, so, thro 
the contradictory expression, do you see, men should 
look painfully for, and trust to arrive eventually at, 
what you call the true principle at bottom. Ah, w lat 
an answer is there ! to what will it not prove applic- 
able Contradictions ?”— Of course there were, say 


you ! . . • , 

C/i. Still the world at large may call itinconsistenc), 

and what shall I say in reply ? 

Omi. Why look you, when they kax you with ter- 
giversation or duplicity, youmayanswer-you begin to 
perceive that, when all ’s done and said, 
parties in the state, the advocators of change in the 
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jiUriot .'ind ."snti jmtniti, a 

sl-.r I r.’iifnf'!) ;•<) "'I, :.(«! 


.-.■"■I I-*;" 

■«* /‘.'ifn! 'VJi.d;;!',' 

if) i!r' Sf**'''*’ 


fM* ."j'fl i; s<!!n'bc''' 

lit oth'-r.-.'iU .t'h.sfti"*"- '"{ru'hjfh r< .u!t t!v y roninfc'J!*" 
ill cqt!.i! jrmp'.riinn-, (hr'’-* *’.{to •■jv'iit th»*s: b'.c i*' 
pu'liiOjt 3% tii'tM; ivlu) thcits t'’ 

!i'! uu-^s rif pushup, i! h-Hf C" now, if uiu found the 
uorhi ‘ti!! lu iv.f.-n th;, oppci'!:!* fnax-', ondtu'u* 
pLid, I '■hcuihi )«i!™ hut i! nd’-'anfe*^'. 

jnvi ruj'ui-i- ;o '!.<• ’ }>y (hc'idc of }.i!ch aft'joiccr, the 

niAiiv.Iio nitiy nv ho hrc['> cunning and quic!, 

and vi> , ‘‘Lvt yonder hot-htuded fcllovr fight nut 
rtu battle , I, for one. ‘•halt win in the end by the 
blov.<i he giu-'v, .Mid iiliieh I ought to iic giving'-* 
e\cn he SCI no gra''eful in ii!« avoivai, wiien one con- 
sider'. liiat he inigiit say, “ 1 sh.n!I win quite as much 
fiy tilt blowf our.tntagonistgiscs him, and from whirl' 
he saxts nie-- 1 thank the antagonist equally;'' ^fore- 
oscr, you must enlarge on Sh-a loss of the edge of 
parly-animosity with age and experience — 

CA. And natural!) time must wear off such asperities 
— the bitterest adversaries get to discoxer certain 
points of similarity bctxx-cen each other, common sym- 
pathies — do they not ? 

Ojcni. A), had the young Dax'id but sate first to 
dine on his cheeses with the Philistine, he had soon 
discovered an abundance of such common sympathies 
— He of Gath, it is recorded, xx-as born of a Father and 
Mother, had brothers and sisters like another man, — • 
they, no more than the sons of Jesse, xx cro used to cat 
each other ; but, for the sake of one broad antipathy 


A Soul’s Tragedy. 

JfeUind ixiutti from ih" irt/inmiVi -sUin.; sIh- 

'‘tone, cut off the visni’, h-.ntl. nnde a '■p^dl of it, and 
after ale hi-, chc,'*- -i alone the Ik’IU r nppeliie for 

oil T ^ . - . _ • .1 1 


-'V* tU'i S ;UV?I1C «MU» tJK’ irCiLU * .» • 

all I ran karn. M) ftiend, a-, joii. nith a qnickriu'd 
cye>:,ih;, go on d!sco\ori!)g nuirh 5 ;ood on the •aor-e 
*ade, rtinember that the '-anic proce--', should pro- 
I'Oriionably rnnjrnifj and (kmonstmte to )ou the much 
more good on tlte better iidc— and uhen 1 profess iio 
sympathy for the llohahs of our tnne, and )OU object 
that a large nature should s\in|xathi?e rnth c\cry form 
nf intelligence, and srethe good in it, hones tr limited 
— 1 answer, so 1 do— but pre-erse the proportions of 

ms S}mpal!iy, boni'scrrinelicrorwidelierl ma) esteiit 

its action. 1 desire to be able, ssith a quickened eje- 
sight, to descry- beauty in corruption ssbere others see 
foulness only,— but I hoi)c 1 shall ako continue to see 
a redoubled beauty in the higher forms, srherc a re.a 
every bods- .sees no foulness .at all. I must retain o 
my old power of selection, and choice of 
to apply to such ness- gifts - - else they ^ 
instead of enlightening me. r,od has us re. 
and consorts with tbc.n-tho’ he made too.^^and 
intimately secs svhat is good m the ssorni. j ^ j 

,p=.,k oia. ,o„ p-orc, “ 

speak— I do justice to y our os p P ^ 

a,. ,vi,., 

on ban ,o l.o« promptly 

the nesvly emancipa f ecaution, sshich pressed 

favour, the "“stitudons of the tyranny he has 

soreliest on himself^ 

lust escaped from.— r^o 
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opinion, locx^in-n il? t!;i-r!‘ i'^n confwicmcv' 

imu'.t-di.i’rl)', f:;>!n v'riirh—-e».cr([«r your imiivsdu:!! 
rlrj)! nnd liiK- rnt. and koc In- in you ! 

And a ovtT ‘In' to yon f—Thst 

i' itsK fj! i!< roi!5 iray. ?-iy— rmamupatai sbvi;*;, tiie first 
and o/T I pn I Tin: first ttnx: a freer dcfil, wfin 
has been baslinadorxl sttadily In*; rrholn life iontr, finds 
1« alone and ahk to kjpshtis so hipns pettishly 
while he nibs his soh."-, “Won he to svliocvcr brings 
any tirin;; in the shap;.* of a stick this svay," — you. 
rather than give tip the very innocent pteisarc of 
carrying oiio to switch flic-s with. — you, go .atvay to 
('Very body's sorrow ! Yet you wea- finite rccoitcilcd 
to staying at home white the governors used to ]).ass 
every now and then, some such edict .as “Let no man 
indulge in owning a stick which is not thick enough to 
ohailisc our slaves if need ref)uire.'’ Well — there are 
pre-ordained hierarchies among us. .and a profane vadgar 
subjected to a dificrent law altogether — yet 1 am rather 
sorry you should see it so cle.arly — for, do you know 
wli.at is to . , .all hut save you .at the Day of Judg- 
ment, all you Men of Genius ? It is tins — that, while 
you generally began by pulling dotvn God, and went 
on to the end of your life, in one cfibrt at setting up 
your own Genius in his place, — still, the last, bitterest 
concession wnmg with the utmost unwillingness from 
the cxjrericnce of the very loftiest of you, was invari- 
ably . . would one think it ? . , that the rest of man- 
kind, dovTO to the lowest of the mass, was not, nor 
ever could be, just on a level and equality with your- 
selves. — ^That will be a point in the favour of ail such, 

I hope and believe ! 
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C/i. Why, men of genius are ustnlly charged, I 
think, with doing ju'-t ihu reverfe. and at once ac 
knowlcdging titc natural inequality of mankind ) 
thcrasdtes particiiiaiing in the uni\crsal craving a ter, 
and deference to the civil distinctions which represen 
it- You wonder they pay such undue respect to tit 
and badges of superior rank ! 

0^/u\ Not I! (alwajs on >our own groun ^ 
showing, be it noted !) Who doubts ‘J"*’ p 
weapon to brandish, a man is the more jp 

Titles and badges are c^crclsed as sue i a 
which you and I look up wistful}- owner’s 

lions with it moreover, while in its^ P ^ 

hands it hardly prods rats. ^ use, it is 

weapon of easy mastery and ^ou in 

mysterious divining rod that ^ Intellect— men 

dreamed-of wa}s. — Beauty, conceive pretty 

often have none of these an . ,,,^ould bestow 
accurately what kind of advantag jou 

on the possessor. — You ‘ j go can apply the 

make up your mind to | ^^^-inting Beauty, 

fittest substitute in }Our po^ ' „ get Riches; 

cultivate Good Humour, f ^ that gold 

but the mystic vridch suddenly turned 

collar and string of Latm < uwn town m ^ 

natural Lord of tne reverenced ! 

ttoe indeed is a Virtue to be r 

S. Ay, by ti- cLrt to him than any 

poet, who pays mce 
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}!■;<; iaicn!. no: hnnnurand rtdtC' — men 
they ha^c smi. 

Ci). Ko—ot CVcco '.vmili! covc-t tslwit v.hiicii he ha': 
no:, ’a h.crcn-: tie rnvet'- nK>fe richci, of whiili he has 
pU'tHy alfeady. 

lirau)-;,' a parse nthJen fo a purse make', the 
hoJder iHicf as rh'h — !nit just such another Jnk'ju a? 
Sthsit.Vx, atldcfj Jo v.hnt he now |w'--e«-cs, ^thni wouhl 
that profit him ? Ctivc the tak-nt a purse indeed, fo do 
j.omrfhiny' with ! Ihu lo, how wc keep tlie good people 
waiting. I oniy desia-d lo do ju'Uice to the noble 
sentimetU'; which animate you, and which you arc too 
modest to duly enforce. Come, to ottr main bttjiness ; 
sh.aU we a'cend the steps ? 1 am going to projw.sc 
you for Provost to the people ; they know t our ante- 
cedents .anrl will .accept you witli a joyful un.animity : 
whereon I confirm their clioicc. Rouse up ! you are 
nerdng yourself to an effort ? Beuairc the di.'aster of 
Mes«cre Sfiatta wo were t.alking of — who determining 
to keep an ctpial mind and con.stant face on whatever 
might be tlie fortune of hi.s Last new tragedy with our 
town.smcn, — heard too plainly “hiss, hiss, hiss,” 
increase every moment, till at Last the man fell .sense- 
less — not perceiving that the portentous sounds had 
all the Nvhile been issuing from between hi.s oivn nobly 
clenched teetli, and nostrils narrowed by re.solve ! 

C/i. Do you begin to throw olT the mask ? to jest 
witli me, leaving got me eficctually into your trap? 

Ogrti. "Wdiere is the trap, my friend? You hear 
what I engage to do, for my part — you, for yours, have 
only to fulfil your promise made just now withindoors, 
of professing unlimited obedience to Rome's authority 
2S0 
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ripnlation ? 

OjiKi 

- Oh, 1 
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ih.t- af'tiial 


t . 4 . 



. Ch. 

li-i ; 



■ 

■•- Why. 

hr 

:.hall smTer i 


: what 
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i of this? 

■ OiU!. leather who needed to 
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Can it 
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, the (Kiptd.tr 


. ih-ti in iJic r'vnt of 


^ rv»'irh nH‘» friend, 
M;uiy itiort, sii'-!) ^hosHvliH-l’ '«ii longest 
Mi I ch<jysc to rorcivt • ^ suniciontly 

ivc best chanre-bar. '‘‘'f * ...jti, efiect. See 

aiu.<i;> Noiv is its IKilacc-Stcps 

,e good fK’opU: all !-iny good 

hich wo m.iy not Iwst t • ,j„ 5 ,vcr every 

iends.-*(n.ay, f-vo or ibre<- 

urposf) — "’bo ""at ' . I j jrucecssor desires to 

J,l, „r y,... w« 7“”’' 'Jion .»!■ b" 8“““' .1'^ 

car, tbai bis d.ay of .^-licc we all anticipate ? ^Vho 
te act does anybody know? 

call tbe blow that mg 

X.rV. 

J//. I*«itoiro! ,,„d approve it, and 

Luit. I avow th i,nc.arned 

land forth now to tebeve J 
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ILwini; (.ifcx-a tS.'itiplit, I asn firoim 
- T ^h,i!l :lainA frum Hoihk);; iSut ji\uiii!'. ttir. 
K.iv, ('hiapjiino — ^w;.sfc frU'fxb •'til! — 1 tLlrc^^^)■ t^fcrc 
r; r-/)nir of ytnir Mijx'rior natiKt' ii) (fiis s-iariing 
:4nitij;c :v, it Maim nt Arst. So they tcl! mr; my 
h'lr'-i'' i> itf tfie right slock, Jtsf.iU'e xt shxsdo'.v in the 
juth fngiitcn'i itiin into a IVfxiuy, ni.\hc'5 him tia'di my 
I't.sins <!Ut. 1 tmdiTst.tiitl only the dull vniy of 

standing siimkidity, ploddittg sohcrly, sufTtritiy on 
Oif-tsiidi a liloi'. (tr t'^o with due [Uliettce. 

A';/, I UAS <Ivl!-ni)iiii.d to juslify iny choice, Chi.ip- 
pintt ; loKt I.uitolfu's n.ititrc vitidic.ttc iit-elf. Hence- 
forth we are nndividcsl, wh.Ucvcr In; our furuinc- 
f?////. No«’, in these last ten minutes of silence, 
wli.il have I ih.xn doing, deem jon? Tutting the 
finishing stoike to n homily of mine I have long taken 
thought to px-rfect, on the text “IaxI whO‘>o thinlxeth 
he si.indeth l.ike heed lest he fall.'' 'I’o your house, 
latitolfo. — Still silent, my jcatriotic friend? Well, that 
is a good sign, however! And you will go aside for a 
lime? 'rii.ai is better still. 1 undorsUind — it would 
be easy for you to die of remorse hereon the sjX)t,and 
shock H.s all, but you will live and grovv worthy of 
coming Kick to us one d.ay. There, I will tell every 
body ; and you only do right to believe you will get 
better as you gel older ! All men do so, — tliey arc- 
worst in childhood, improve in manhood, and get 
ready in old .age for another avorld : Youth, with its 
Jte.auty .and Grace, would really seem bestowed on us 
for some such re.ason as to make us partly endurable 
till we have time for really becoming so of ourselves, 
without their aid, when they leave us. The sweetest 
sS: 



